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Merry 


Mina sighed, head flopping onto her desk. 


“What’s got you down?” Jirou casually leaned against the classroom wall. 
She plucked an earbud out to give her full attention. 


“T was really looking forward to the Tanabata festival this year! My mom 
even bought me a new yukata and everything, but I doubt the school would 
give us their permission to go with the League of Villains still targeting our 
class.” 


Uraraka leaned into the conversation, looking distraught. “Ugh! Just 
thinking about all the food stalls we’re gonna miss out on makes me so 
depressed...” 


“Forget the food! We’re missing out on a rare opportunity to experience 
some romance!” Mina jolted upright, her sudden movement causing the 
other girls to flinch. “I was looking forward to walking around with someone 
in that lovey-dovey atmosphere!” 


“You say that, but being in the hero course makes it really hard to date,” 
Tsuyu reasoned. 


Jirou nodded. “Right, and we don’t really get the full high school experience 
that normal girls our age get.” 


“What’s Tanabata?” Eri’s curious little eyes peeked out over the desk, white 
hair parted in twin pigtails. They swished as she tilted her head. 


“Hello, Eri! When did you get there?” Uraraka greeted, giving her a friendly 
smile. 


“It’s absolutely criminal that you don’t know!” Mina leaned down to get at 
eye level. “Listen, Eri, the Tanabata festival is a celebration with lots of 
food stalls, games, and you get to dress up and walk around with the boy 
you like-” 


“'That’s just some stuff that could happen at the festival. It’s not what the 
festival’s really about,” Tsuyu interjected. “Have you heard the story of the 
gods, Orihime and Hikoboshi?” 


Eri shook her head. 


“'They’re in love, but they’re forced to live apart, “ she continued explaining. 
“'There’s only one day of the year that they actually get to meet. The 
Tanabata festival is celebrating their long awaited reunion. It’s a special 
day, so it's a good time for making wishes.” 
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“Wishes?” 


“Yep! You write your wish down on a piece of paper and tie it to bamboo. 
Then the gods read the wishes and grant them.” 


“T liked my explanation better.” Mina pouted. 
“Yours was built entirely on your biased fantasy,” Jirou chided her. 


Aizawa entered the classroom. His eyes fell on Eri, chatting with the girls. 
“What are you up to?” 


Eri ran to him, grabbing at his pant leg. Her eyes sparkled as she informed 
him. “T-Tanabata festival.” 


Mina, seeing an opening, immediately leapt into action. “Oh, yeah! Weren’t 
you teaching Eri about all the holidays she’s been missing out on, Mr. 
Aizawa? Don’t you think we should do something for Tanabata? She seems 
really interested!” 


Aizawa looked down at her. Eri’s face was expectant. He sighed, thoroughly 
defeated. “Dll... talk to Principal Nezu about coming up with something, but 
it’ll have to stay on school grounds.” 


The girls raised their fists in celebration, already excitedly planning on 
who’s dorm room they would get dressed up in and what kind of booths 


they hoped to see. 


Aizawa moved down the rows of desks, passing each student a stack of 
handouts. 


“More math homework?” Kaminari complained. 


“If you sound so eager, I’m sure I can find you some extra study materials, 
but no. It’s not homework. It’s completely optional.” 


Izuku read over the paper. It was a childish, step-by-step guide for cutting 
out, decorating, and writing down a ‘Tanabata wish. 


Aizawa dropped a bucket of crayons and a tin of ribbons on his podium. 
“Go crazy. If you fill it out, you’ll be able to hang it on one of the trees in 
the main courtyard. At the suggestion of some of your classmates, the 
school will be hosting our own Tanabata festival. Although, I can’t 
guarantee it’s going to be anything big; just a couple of food stalls and 
games with prizes. Principle Nezu agreed we shouldn’t deprive you of what 
might be ‘a vital experience of your youth’. Midnight’s words, not mine.” 


The class began to buzz with enthusiasm for the upcoming event. Izuku 
hummed as he wrote his wish down with a pencil. 


I want to save people with a smile. 


Simple and straight from the heart. He started to cut out the slip, satisfied 
with his decision. He peered over Kacchan’s shoulder, finding his page 


«4 


empty, Kacchan clicking away at his pen. 
“What do you plan on wishing for, Kacchan?” 


Kacchan slammed a hand down over his paper. “Mind your damn business, 
nerd! As if ’'d waste my time on something so immature.” 


Well, so much for making friendly conversation. Izuku sort of expected the 
kneejerk, aggressive response, but he was disappointed nonetheless. 


The bell rang and his classmates rushed out the door, wishes in hand. 


“Midoriya, my boy!” All Might caught his shoulder before he could follow 
them out. “Might we discuss how your quirk is progressing?” 


Izuku nodded. “Sure!” It seemed his wish would have to wait. 


ame 


Izuku’s meeting with All Might ran a little longer than he had expected. He 
stretched, feeling stiff from sitting on the couch. The teachers' lounge could 
do with some new furniture. 


As he came upon the courtyard, Izuku began to notice the trees swaying, 
their boughs covered in strips of white papers tied with ribbon and string. 
He fished his own wish out of his pocket and leapt up to get a spot that 
looked a little less densely packed. 


As he finished tying his wish to a branch, a pair of heavy footsteps 
approached from below. He heard an uttered curse from a familiar voice and 
froze, choosing to remain hidden among the leaves. 


Kacchan wandered into view. He wore an incredible pout, staring down at 
what could only be a Tanabata wish in his hands. Izuku gnawed on his 
bottom lip, growing curious. 


He watched as Kacchan moved across the courtyard. He jumped up and 
grabbed a low hanging branch, dragging it back down with him. He tied the 
slip to the tree before relinquishing his grasp. Kacchan looked around, as if 
to make sure he hadn’t been seen, before sauntering toward the dorms. 


In Izuku’s defense, he patiently waited a whole five minutes until he was 
sure Kacchan had vacated the area before making his way over to read his 
wish. He knew it was bad, but he had to know! Kacchan was being so stingy 
and secretive about it earlier. It was probably just about being number one 
or always winning anyway. Nothing to feel guilty over. 


Izuku turned the slip over in his hands. 
I wish for a love that lasts forever. 


Izuku’s heart started beating so loud, he swore he could hear the blood 
pumping in his ears. 

A love that lasts forever? Kacchan had wished for something like that? Was 
he interested in someone? Why had he never mentioned it? 


Ox 


Izuku swallowed, feeling a blush creep up along his neck and over his cheeks. 


Why would he though? It’s not like they were particularly close, although 
Izuku had thought they’d been spending a lot more time training together 
lately, all those extra quirk practices supervised under All Might. But being 
sparring partners didn’t really qualify Izuku for being a relationship 
confidant, he supposed. 


Still, so many new questions were beginning to take hold, making Izuku 
erow curiouser and curiouser. 


Who was Kacchan in love with? Izuku had never noticed him acting smitten 
or looking at anyone with any hint of tenderness in their class. Maybe it was 
an upperclassman or someone in a different department? 


Under his permanent scowl, Kacchan was quite good looking. He’d heard 
the girls talk about it on occasion. Perhaps someone was finally brave 
enough to confess? No. With Kacchan’s disposition, it would be more likely 
that someone had caught his eye instead. 


There was a sting in Izuku’s chest. He furrowed his brow, unable to properly 
place the nauseating feeling taking hold in his stomach. Whatever the 
reason, Izuku knew one thing for sure. He had to find out who Kacchan was 


in love with. 


Izuku didn’t sleep well that night. It was a good thing classes were 
dismissed early so that the students could prepare for the festival activities 
in the evening. Otherwise, he wasn’t sure he could have handled staying 
awake through math class. 


They were given about ten minutes of free time in their last class before 
dismissal. Izuku used the opportunity to investigate. He tapped on 
Kacchan’s shoulder, causing him to flinch. 


“Kacchan, do you plan on going with anyone to the festival?” He tried to 
sound casual about it. 


“You’ve been a real nosy fucker lately.” 


Kirishima overheard their discussion and interjected, “We're all going 
together as a class of course! Right, Bakugou?” 


He leaned onto his hand. “All of you would just drag me there by force 
anyway.” 


“Oh, come on! Don’t be like that man! We just enjoy your company. Look, 
even Midoriya was looking forward to enjoying the festival with you!” 


Izuku grew flustered, waving his hands around dismissively. “Wuh?! No-I 
mean, yes, but I was just asking! It’s not a big deal or anything!” Izuku 
internally begged himself to stop talking. 


Fortunately, Kacchan must have read his mind. “Deku, shut the fuck up... I 
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won't ditch the festival. Just don’t expect me to dress up.” 


“Really? You’re not gonna try and look nice? Don’t you have anyone you 
want to, I don’t know, impress?” 


Kacchan looked at him like he’d started speaking in tongues. “What the hell 
are you on about now?” 


“Oh! If it’s a question about his wardrobe, Momo said she’d make yukatas 
for all the guys who felt like they didn’t have anything to wear!” Kirishima 
chimed in helpfully once again. 


Kacchan rolled his eyes. “Well, isn’t that just perfect. I’m assuming you’re 
gonna make me wear the damn thing too then.” 


Kirishima sighed dramatically. “The trials and tribulations of Bakugou 
continue.” 


Okay, while Izuku appreciated Kirishima’s involvement in getting Kacchan 
to participate in school events, he was sort of getting in the way of Izuku’s 
interrogation. 


“Tt’ll be fun to see everyone in some traditional festival wear! I heard the 
girls are going to be wearing yukatas. Kacchan, who do you think will suit 
the look best?” He tried to bring the conversation back around. 


Kacchan squinted, looking out over their classmates. “Uh, fuck if I know. 
Tokoyami, I guess?” 


“Tokoyami?!” Both Kirishima and Izuku squawked in unison. 


Kacchan shrugged. “His head reminds me of a festival mask. He’s like a 
tengu or something.” 


Well, that backfired. 


“Hey, that’s not very nice!” Kirishima chastised him. “I’m sure everyone will 
look great!” 


Ugh, there was no way Izuku was gonna be able to compete with 
Kirishima’s niceness to get back on topic a second time. Just when he’d run 
out of hope, Kirishima gave Izuku a wink. 


“Midoriya, why don’t you walk around with Bakugou, Mina, and me?” 


That wasn’t exactly part of Izuku’s plan, but, if he had an excuse to stay 
close to Kacchan, Izuku would be able to continue observing him for signs of 
his crush. He beamed at Kirishima. “That sounds great! What time should 


we meet?” 


Izuku hurried to meet with everyone in the courtyard at seven-thirty. 
Kacchan glared at him, arms folded impatiently as he leaned against one of 
the trees. “You're late.” 
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His yukata was a solid black, the only splash of color being a burnt sienna 
obi tied around his waist. It was a mature look, especially on Kacchan. Girls 
were giving him many a passing glance as they walked by, but he didn’t 
seem to notice. 


Izuku found himself thinking that whomever Kacchan liked was extremely 
lucky. He shook the thought from his head, reminding himself to focus. 


“Your yukata is all messed up! Can’t you even dress yourself properly? ’m 
not going to be seen walking around with this disaster by my side.” Kacchan 
readjusted Izuku’s robes, unwrinkling the blue fabric and running a hand 
down one of the vertical navy stripes. 


Izuku’s breath hitched as he noticed their sudden proximity. After a beat of 
silence, Kacchan took a step back. “Looks halfway decent now.” He smirked. 
“Can’t say much for its owner though.” 


“M-Mean! Kacchan, that was so mean!” 


“Late people have no room to complain. Now move it. I want some 
takoyaki.” 


They started walking over to one of the stalls. Savory scents flooded the air, 
making Izuku’s mouth water. He observed Mina and Kirishima in front of 
them in line as they waited. They were holding hands. Had Kirishima asked 
Mina to the festival as a couple? They looked nice together. 


An idea dawned on Izuku. 


He tugged on Kacchan’s sleeve, quietly directing his attention down to their 
friends’ entwined fingers. “Look, Kacchan! Don’t you think they make a 
cute couple? Holding hands seems like it could be fun. Is there anyone you’d 
want to do it with?” 


“Sounds sweaty,” he answered with a grimace. 


Kacchan was really a tough nut to crack. Izuku muttered to himself, trying 
to think of a new plan of attack. His mumbling cut out part way as a 
takoyaki ball corked his mouth. “Mmf?!” 


Kacchan held the other end of the toothpick, shoving it further into his face. 
“You were staring off into space, so I went ahead and ordered for the both 
of us. You’re holding up the line, so let’s go already.” He relinquished the 
toothpick to tug Izuku along by his wrist. 


After Izuku choked down the festival fare, his head whipped around. “Wait! 
Where did Kirishima and Mina go?” 


Kacchan shrugged. “Probably ditched us to go make out? Kirishima was 
being polite in inviting us, but it’s sort of obvious they’re on a date, Deku, 
and we were third wheeling it pretty hard.” 


iO) nay 
“What? You wanna go look for Round Face and Glasses now?” 
“No! It’s fine if it’s just us. Are you okay with that? Don’t you have 
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someone else you’d rather spend your time at the festival with?” 
“T didn’t want to come in the first place.” 


Izuku looked down between them. Kacchan was still tugging him along. 
They weren’t exactly holding hands, but it was close enough to make the 
butterflies in Izuku’s stomach go crazy. 


His feet suddenly came to a stop, jerking Kacchan back. Izuku let out a 
gasp, his attention drawn elsewhere. “Kacchan, look!” 


On the top shelf of one of the game booths sat a teddy bear with two 
blonde tufts of hair, just like All Might. 


“That’s obviously a knock-off product. How bold do you have to be to sneak 
some unlicensed hero merch into a school where that very same hero 
teaches?” 


Izuku ignored his cynicism. “I must have it!” He dragged Kacchan over, still 
attached by the wrist. 


“Sir, how do I get that bear?” He pointed at the plushy without offering so 
much as a hello. This was no time for manners. All Might merch Izuku 
didn’t yet own was on the line. 


“The bear’s a top prize. Just use these darts to pop three balloons and it’s 
yours.” 


“T’ll take three.” Kacchan nudged Izuku aside. 
What the hell?! Was Kacchan after the bear now too? 


“T’ll also have three!” They slammed down their game vouchers and the 
man passed them the darts. 


Izuku didn’t waste any time throwing his first and landing a hit. Kacchan 
followed up with a slower, more carefully aimed one, resulting in another 
loud pop. They went through the same routine for the second shot. Just 
before Izuku let go of his third, Kacchan released his dart, landing a hit on 
the balloon Izuku had been aiming for. Izuku’s dart pinned itself to the 
board right beside it only a second after. 


“Hey! You stole my balloon!” 


“No one said we had to take turns.” Kacchan stuck out his tongue as he 
received his prize. 


Before Izuku could give him a piece of his mind, Kacchan shoved the All 
Might bear into his arms. “There. You have your stuffed animal. Now that 
both my meal and game voucher are used up, I can go back to the dorms 
with a clear conscience.” 


“Wait!” Izuku reached for his hand. He held it tightly. Kacchan turned back 
to look at him, appearing more surprised than annoyed. 


There was a loud whirring noise and a bang overhead. Sparks of orange 
danced around in Kacchan’s eyes, dazzling Izuku as they swam through 
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pools of red. 


They tipped their chins upward, finding the sky lighting up with fireworks. 
Izuku gaped at the sight. It was so pretty. Their school really did go Plus 
Ultra for everything. 


Kacchan’s hand tried to stealthily slip from his. Izuku jolted back to reality. 
Kacchan was moving through the throng of awestruck students. Izuku 
chased after him. 


The crowd thinned until Izuku could finally step out into an open space. He 
panted, taking a moment to look out over the remaining bodies for a head 
of spiky blond hair. He saw a flash of it walking into the treeline, away from 
the main road that led back to the dorms. 


Why was Kacchan so persistent in leaving Izuku behind? Did he have plans 
to secretly meet with someone? Was he looking to spend some alone time 
with the person he liked? 


Kacchan’s words from earlier in the night echoed through Izuku’s head. 
Probably ditched us to go make out. 


Something about that probability ate at him. It made Izuku desperate to 
follow. 


“Kacchan?” He moved through the bushes and trees, the noise and lights of 
the student body fading out behind him. “Kacchan?!” 


Izuku hadn’t wandered too far before he was being pulled around and 
backed up against a tree. Kacchan boxed him in, glaring down at him. 


“You’ve been weird today.” 
Izuku felt himself start to sweat. “What?! No, I haven’t!” 


Kacchan huffed, unbelieving. “Usually you’d be giving me space, afraid to 
step on my toes, but today you're uncharacteristically invasive, asking all 
sorts of strange questions about my relationships and acting clingy.” 


A deep red painted itself across Izuku’s cheeks. “I-I didn’t mean to come 
across that way... I just thought that you might... have someone you like?” 


Kacchan’s brow furrowed. “And why the hell would you think that?” 


Izuku ducked behind the All Might bear, hoping it would protect him or at 
least mitigate some of the impending damage. “I may have read your 
Tanabata wish... ’m sorry, Kacchan! I saw you hanging it up, and I was just 
so curious! Please don’t be mad!” 


“Tt wasn’t my wish.” 
Izuku peeked around the bear, blinking at him. “Come again?” 


“T told you I wasn’t gonna write one. I don’t have any need for that wishing 
bullshit. I can achieve my goals without some stupid slip of paper.” Leave it 
to Kacchan to think making a Tanabata wish was somehow cheating 

yourself out of something that could only be rewarded through hard earned 
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effort. 
“But then... whose wish did I-?” 


“The pipsqueak that follows Aizawa around. The girls in class told her the 
story of Orihime and Hikoboshi. It made her sad to think about how much 
time they spent apart, so she wished for them to love each other forever. 
But she was too short to reach the branches, so she asked me to hang it for 
her... Actually, Aizawa ordered me to do it for her, but still.” 


Izuku’s shoulders lost all the tension he didn’t realize they’d been holding. 
“Really?” 


“T can’t believe you thought I would write something so stupid. Did that 
sound like me at all?” 


“No! That’s why I was so panicked!” 

“Panicked you say?” 

Izuku swallowed, thinking he might have said too much. “Yeah, what about 
it ee 

Kacchan plucked the bear from his hands. He held it just out of reach. 
“Hey!” 


As Izuku reached for it, Kacchan stepped in closer. When Izuku brought his 
hands back down, the only place they had to go was splayed across 
Kacchan’s broad chest. Kacchan peered down, searching Izuku’s eyes for 
something Izuku couldn’t quite discern. 


When Kacchan spoke, his gruff voice was close enough to send shivers 
racing down Izuku’s back. “Now, why were you so worried about whether or 
not I had someone I liked?” 


Izuku grew meek under his scrutinizing gaze. He turned shyly away from 
him. “I-I don’t know.” 


“T think you do. I think the All Might bear does too.” 


“How could the bear know?! I never said anything to him!” Izuku shook his 
head. “Wait, that’s not right. It’s not even alive!” 


“Deku, do you like Kacchan?” Kacchan spoke through the bear in the most 
pisspoor attempt at a voice Izuku had ever heard. It was completely 
monotone. Zero effort given. 


Still, it was embarrassing enough for Izuku to bury his cherry red face in his 
hands. “Stop!” he begged. “Stop making fun of me!” 


“Hard not to when you’re being this damn cute.” 


“What?!” Before Izuku could properly register Kacchan’s words, his hands 
had been captured and peeled away from his face, his lips stolen in a firm 
but chaste kiss. His eyes fluttered shut as he relaxed into the soft, warm 
sensation of having Kacchan’s mouth against his. 
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A flurry of emotions swept through him all at once. He felt relief so strong 
he couldn’t help the whimper that escaped him. Pure bliss that left him 
breathless and melting. And Izuku was so very nervous that his traitorous 
knees just couldn’t hold out anymore. They buckled. The only thing keeping 
him on his feet was Kacchan’s rough hand cupping the small of his back. 


He finally broke away, panting, head lolling back against the tree. Kacchan 
smirked against his neck, warm breath tickling his ear. “Are you still 
worrying about who I like?” 


There was a pounding in his chest so loud, it competed with the festival 
fireworks still lighting up the night sky. Izuku groaned, “I’m worried for a 
whole new reason now.” 


Kacchan huffed a laugh. 


Izuku peered over his shoulder, spotting his discarded All Might bear sitting 
on the ground, patiently watching them. It made him feel a little restless. 
“My bear’s going to get dirty...” 


Kacchan rolled his eyes. “Oh, is that what you’re worrying about?” 


“Um, no. That was mostly a deflection.” Izuku ran his fingers over his lips. 
“Tm actually worried about how much I liked that just now.” 


Kacchan bent down and picked up the bear, dusting off its yellow fur before 
handing it back to Izuku. “Good, cause I can see us doing plenty more of 
that in the future.” 


Izuku accepted the plush. He grinned sheepishly. “You know, if you’re not 
opposed to it, I still have my meal voucher. I saw some dessert stalls and 
thought maybe we could share a candy apple or some cotton candy? But I 
understand if you wanna head back now...” 


Kacchan grabbed his hand, tugging Izuku along. “Let’s go get your sweets. 
The date can last a little longer.” 


Izuku marvelled at how casually the word ‘date’ seemed to flow from 
Kacchan’s mouth. The only indication that Kacchan wasn’t as smooth as he 
appeared to be, was the slow pinkening at the tips of his ears. 


Izuku chuckled quietly to himself as he happily bounded after him. 
“Thanks, Kacchan!” 
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Izuku held his hand flat over his brows as he stepped outside, shielding his 
eyes from the intensity of the sun burning in the azure sky. It was a 
cloudless day, so there was no solace from the bright sun rays spearing down 
from the heavens. However, there was a pleasant breeze to cool the hot, 
humid July air; it ruffled Izuku’s tousled pine-green hair and the fabric of 
his dark seaweed-colored yukata. He adjusted the emerald-hued sash around 
his waist, more to fidget than to actually fix it, and then pulled out his cell 
phone to check his notifications. He brightened when he saw a text from 
Katsuki, who had agreed to come with him to this year’s Tanabata festival. 


Almost there, loser. You’d better be ready, or I’m leaving without you. 


Izuku chuckled under his breath before shooting his friend a quick text to 
confirm that he was indeed ready and waiting for his friend to arrive, then 
stowed his phone back in his pocket. He slid his hands in the pockets of his 
yukata as he stood on the landing of his mother’s apartment complex. She 
had hung kuzukago on either side of the door; the white basket-like 
arrangements of paper strips swayed gently in the breeze, beseeching the 
winds for blessings of tidiness and thriftiness. 


The neighbor to the right had hung kinchaku patterned with pretty floral 
paper; they’d fallen under hard times since the husband had been laid off 
from his job. Izuku whispered out a quick prayer on their behalf, wishing 
them improved fortunes and good luck. Their other neighbor had hung 
several chains of paper cranes in their windows, as their grandmother had 
recently fallen ill with pneumonia. Izuku had recently heard she was on the 
mend, and he hoped that this information was still true. She was a lovely 
lady who always brought Izuku’s mother homemade cookies when she 
visited, so Izuku hoped she would recover and be discharged from the 
hospital soon. Along the underside of the balcony, fukinagashi streamers 
swayed in the breeze with their colorful tails ruffling along the wind like 
Orihime’s fabled weavings. 


People need wishes more than ever, Izuku thought as he leaned against the 
metal railing framing the walkway and looked out to the street below. 
Though All for One and Tomura Shigaraki had finally been defeated, the 
scars of their reign of carnage were still evident even months later. Across 
the street, they were still rebuilding the apartment complex that had been 
utterly destroyed in a fire; bits and pieces of the charred shell were piled in 
the brown grass to be collected by the garbage trucks later. Hope was still 
@U3/LE fragile in the community, so this Tanabata festival could hopefully restore 
faith and positivity in people. 
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Izuku glanced down to see Katsuki standing on the sidewalk. He was 
wearing that scowl Izuku had come to know as an odd symbol of affection, 
and his hands were buried into the pockets of his maroon yukata. Izuku 
called down to him in greeting and then took off in a trot, hopping down 
the steps and rounding the corner to join him on the sidewalk. Katsuki’s 
vermilion eyes burned in the harsh summer sun, but they were still less 
fierce than Izuku had known them a little over a year ago. 


“Yer mom ain’t comin’?” Katsuki questioned as they set off in a leisurely 
walk down the sidewalk, subconsciously matching each other’s strides. 


“No,” Izuku confirmed with a shake of his head. “She went the other day, so 
she’s spending the day making yakitori and takoyaki for dinner! If your 
family doesn’t have plans, Kacchan, you’re more than welcome to come by 
after and eat with us!” 


Katsuki tilted his head to the side, an expression of consideration on his 
face. 


“My folks somehow got roped into workin’ today, so I might take you up on 
that. Sure as hell beats cookin’ for myself.” 


Izuku couldn’t help the happy smile that appeared on his lips; they hadn’t 
hung out for summer vacation very much due to their respective training 

regimens, so Izuku was delighted that he would not only be able to attend 
the last day of the festival with Katsuki but also have him over for dinner. 
“Wait, though, they aren’t doing the paper boat ceremony until midnight.” 


“That’s right! I was thinking that we would spend the day enjoying the 
festival, go home for dinner, and then go back to do the paper boat 
ceremony. I know that’s a little past your bedtime, though, Kacchan,” he 
grinned teasingly and elbowed his friend in the ribs. “Will you be able to 
handle it?” 


“Who the hell do ya think you’re talkin’ to?” Katsuki cried indignantly, 
jostling Izuku’s shoulder with his own. “O’course I can handle it! Damn 
nerd, where do ya get off thinkin’ you can insult me like that?” 


Izuku laughed as Katsuki flung his muscular arm around his shoulders and 
jerked him against his side to grind his fist into the top of Izuku’s head. It 
was a good thing that his hair had always been unruly anyway, because 
Katsuki couldn’t muss it up too much. Izuku laughed airily when Katsuki 
shoved him away. The blond buried his hands back into his pockets with a 
snort, looking away at the large fukinagashi the city had suspended from the 
light poles. The large ball of yellow, orange, and white flowers hung from 
the streetlamps, the sunlight catching on the rustling streamers to cast 
playful shadows along the ground as the pieces curled and fluttered. 


“Do you know what you’re going to wish for?” Katsuki asked him after 
several minutes of silent walking. This caught Izuku by surprise, and he 
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turned to blink at him with wide emerald eyes. Katsuki was still staring out 
at the road, eyes lidded as he watched the cars trundle by. 


“Actually, no,” he said and rubbed the back of his neck while he looked up 
at the clear blue sky. My goal is to be the number-one hero, but... for some 
reason, I don’t feel like wishing for that, he thought with a small frown. 
He’d been wrestling with it leading up to the event, and here it was the first 
day of the festival— he had to make a decision at some point. “I'll figure it 
out when I get there!” He laughed nonchalantly and then looked back at 
Katsuki. “What about you?” 


“T don’t know either.” Katsuki’s voice was flat, and Izuku could tell that he 
was thinking hard about it. I guess he wants his wish to be important... 
After all they had been through, Izuku could understand that. They’d 
endured so much together and grown up so fast. Smiling wanly, Izuku gently 
bumped his shoulder with Katsuki’s, prompting the blond to look at him 
with raised eyebrows. 


“Don’t worry, Kacchan. We'll figure it out!” 


Katsuki blinked at him, then turned away with a small “tch.” However, 
Izuku could see that the minute tension had left his shoulders and the 
stoniness had eased out of his expression. 


It was a short walk to the shrine where the festival was held. The street 
leading up to the shrine was laden with the handcrafted paper ornaments 
strung from the oak trees that framed the path. On either side of the 
cobblestone walkway, local vendors had set up their wares; the savory scent 
of yakisoba floated on the air, making Izuku’s mouth water though he’d just 
eaten breakfast not too long ago. There were vendors selling handmade 
ornaments, the pair of them walking past the hairpin maker who came every 
year, their stall a huge hit with the local girls. Izuku spotted several of them 
already decorating the ornate updos some of the festival goers chose to wear 
that night, the hair pins adding just that much more to the look. In the 
corner, a small troupe of stage actors were recounting the story of Orihime 
and Hikoboshi for an enthralled crowd. 


“Wow, look at the crowd— and everyone looks so happy, too,” Izuku 
marveled. It seemed that the fair bit of hope the festival offered had drawn 
many people out of their homes, and he was relieved to see most of them 
wearing genuine smiles. 


“Well, it’s been a shitty few months,” Katsuki shrugged. “They’re gonna 
latch onto anything positive that comes their way.” Izuku supposed that was 
true, but it still made him happy for the civilians. They’d all endured a 
lot— they deserved to celebrate a festival, to wish for mundane things 
instead of seeing tomorrow. 


What did he want to wish for, though? 


They walked to the end of the small street, where long fronds of bamboo 
framed the entrance to the shrine. Paper strips hung from their dainty 
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branches, colored rectangles that swayed among the bright green leaves. The 
wishes of hundreds were imbued in those simple tanzaku— everything from 
pleas for academic success to wishes for love to grand hopes for world peace. 
Beneath the sprawling bamboo were small circular tables, where the colorful 
bits of paper sat beneath glass paperweights. They waited in a short line to 
walk up to the table; when Izuku picked up the pen and grabbed a blue 
strip of paper, he hesitated a moment while he debated what to write on the 
strip. 


Out of the corners of his eyes, he could see Katsuki silently debating as well. 
It was strange, their mental debate. After everything they’d done, 
everything they’d seen, did they feel invincible? Is that why they had 
nothing to wish for? Or perhaps there was so much they wanted to see the 
world become and so much they wanted to do themselves, there were 
infinite possibilities to wish for now. Izuku smiled wanly and looked down at 
the blank rectangular strip of paper, the canvas to paint a wish of goodwill. 
He twirled the pen around in his hand, trying to think of what he wanted to 
wish for most in the world right now. 


Finally, it dawned on him. He hunched down over the table to neatly scrawl 
on the tanzaku: A world where people’s wishes can come true. 


Katsuki was still writing as Izuku stepped aside and walked to the bamboo 
fronds. He stood on his tiptoes to use the small loops of string to tie it on 
an empty bit of the plant, suspending it among hundreds of other wishes. 
He stepped back to admire the bit of blue fluttering among the rainbow of 
colors, while Katsuki passed by him to hang his wish beside his. 


“What did you wish for, Kacchan?” 


“Tdiot,” Katsuki huffed as he turned around to walk back. “If you say it out 
loud, it won’t come true! I’ll tell ya after midnight, maybe.” Izuku blushed 
sheepishly at that; he’d quite forgotten that bit of superstition. He didn’t 
know if Katsuki actually believed it or was simply giving him a hard time, 
but it really didn’t matter. 


They enjoyed the small festival for the rest of the afternoon, starting with 
the play, since it was starting over as they came out from the depths of the 
path. They sat with their legs tucked underneath them on comfy cushions 
(among a bunch of little kids, Katsuki was eager to grouse about) and 
watched the rendition of the love story. Izuku had always found it kind of 
sad that Orihime and Hikoboshi were only permitted to meet one day out of 
every year, but he also marveled that there was a love so strong that not 
even three hundred and sixty-four days of separation could lessen it. At the 
end of the play, they joined the actors in singing the traditional song— well, 
Izuku did. Katsuki would rather drop dead than sing, especially in front of a 
bunch of elementary-schoolers. 


After the play, they stopped at the yakisoba stand for lunch. Izuku swirled 
the fried noodles around with his chopsticks to scoop bits of pork and 
cabbage, then spooned them into his mouth. As he slurped up the noodles, 
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Katsuki glanced at him out of his peripheral vision. 


“It’s almost strange,” he remarked. Izuku raised an eyebrow at him, and 
Katsuki looked down into his half-eaten yakisoba with pinkening cheeks. 
“Going back to normal after, you know... everything.” Izuku swallowed his 
noodles, looking at Katsuki with widening eyes. ‘Though they were better 
friends now, he’d never grow used to these melancholic moods Katsuki 
drifted into. Katsuki’s red eyes were lidded while he pushed the noodles 
around his plate, pulsing with a serious sadness so unlike his usual explosive 
personality. 


“Yeah,” Izuku agreed quietly. He found his own appetite waning, so he 
pushed the plate of noodles away and leaned his arms on the counter. 
“But... You can’t hang onto the past forever. At some point, you have to let 
the darkness fall behind you and walk toward the sun.” 


“Tch. What are you, a fucking poet?” Katsuki snorted, but as always, his 
words were in direct contradiction to the small smile curling over his lips. 
Katsuki gathered up a large chunk of the yakisoba and then continued 
contemplatively with his mouth full, “Towards the sun, huh?” 


Izuku smiled, then pulled his plate back toward him to finish it. He 
wouldn’t want to insult the chef that made the delicious meal, after all. 


After finishing lunch, the two of them headed to Izuku’s house. They joined 
his mother in the kitchen to help her prepare dinner. Katsuki worked on 
dicing chicken breast into small cubes to skewer, while Izuku prepared the 
batter for the takoyaki. While they worked, his mother regaled Katsuki with 
stories of Tanabata festivals past— particularly her favorite tale of Izuku 
wishing to be like All Might every single year leading up to his acceptance 
at U.A. Izuku hid his bright red face in the refrigerator while pretending to 
look for the octopus tentacles, while Katsuki just guffawed about what a 
groupie he was. 


The scent of frying batter and grilling chicken filled the kitchen as the sun 
sank lower and lower in the sky. Izuku’s mother had begun singing the song, 
and Izuku had taken it up as well, annoying Katsuki with their repeated 
trills of the tune: 


“The bamboo leaves rustle, shaking away in the eaves. 
The stars twinkle on the gold and silver grains of sand. 
The five-color paper strips I have written. 

The stars twinkle, they watch us from heaven.” 


Katsuki’s lips couldn’t curl into a deeper scowl as Izuku waltzed around 
him, poking him in the cheek with a leftover octopus tentacle. Katsuki 
snatched it away and slapped him lightly across the cheek with it, leaving a 
slimy mark on Izuku’s skin. 


“Oi! You sing that song one more goddamn time, I’m gonna fry you into a 
*18* 


takoyaki ball!” Katsuki threatened while gesturing wildly with the floppy 
tentacle. Izuku and his mother just laughed, quite used to Katsuki’s angry 
outbursts. Katsuki nursed his irritation with a melon soda, clenching the 
can in one hand while flipping the chicken grilling in the skillet with the 
other. 


It was about seven in the evening by the time the three of them gathered 
around the kotatsu table with the spread of food. His mother turned on the 
television to watch the annual specials— which were just more 
dramatizations of the traditional story— while the two boys tore into the 
food with relish. Katsuki had always praised Inko’s cooking skills like the 
foodie he was, and though he’d probably never admit it aloud, he loved her 
takoyaki. He plucked ball after ball from the plate to pile them into his 
mouth until his cheeks bulged like a chipmunk’s. 


“The hell you laughin’ at?” he grumbled when Izuku burst into laughter. 
Izuku just shook his head and used his teeth to slide a piece of the sauce- 
soaked, tender chicken from the skewer in his hand. He would have laughed 
if someone told him a year ago that he’d be sitting at the kotatsu with 
Katsuki enjoying the Tanabata festival, even more so to be told they were 
exchanging friendly banter. The realization made a joyful smile spread over 
Izuku’s face, one that didn’t miss Katsuki’s attention. 


“Oi. What are you thinking about?” Katsuki asked, the scowl morphing into 
a curious look. Izuku’s smile just widened, and he reached out to pluck up 
one of the takoyaki balls with his chopsticks. 


“Pm just thinking about how nice this is, Kacchan. My mom doesn’t 
remember this, but,” he said, dropping his voice while his mother cried 
tearfully at the separation of Orihime and Hikoboshi playing on the screen, 
“A few years ago, I didn’t wish to be like All Might. I wished for us to be 
friends.” 


Katsuki’s cheeks flushed a bright pink as he released a choking noise. He 
covered his blush with a broad hand, and he averted his gaze. Izuku 
chuckled at his shy reaction and took the opportunity to steal another 
takoyaki ball. 


“Damn nerd,” Katsuki huffed with undeniable affection that made Izuku’s 
heart warm. “You can’t just say shit like that, you know. Now stop stealing 
my fucking takoyaki. Don’t think I didn’t notice. We may be friends, but Ill 
still break your arm.” 


They watched the special programs until about eleven, then set off again 
back to the shrine to participate in the paper boat ceremony. This time, the 
crowd had gathered at the nearby river, which babbled along another 
pathway leading to the small shrine. Dew clung to the hem of Izuku’s 
yukata as he walked on the edge of the cobblestone path where the grass 
grew. He and Katsuki retrieved their wishes from the bamboo branches, 
then took one of the prepared paper boats to place the wishes inside. 
Afterward, they set off to find a nice place to set them adrift. 
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They sat down on the edge of the bank to wait for the clock to strike 
midnight. Izuku held the fragile paper boat in his lap while he eased off his 
sandals so he could dip his toes in the cool water. Katsuki sat next to him, 
cross-legged and watching the water current swirl in the concrete canal. It 
was a far cry from the Heavenly River from the story, but Izuku could 
imagine its beauty with the way the starlight played over the babbling 
water. 


“You know, we’re kind of like Orihime and Hikoboshi,” Izuku said after a 
while. Katsuki looked at him like he’d absolutely lost his mind, which made 
Izuku flush and hurriedly explain, “I-I just mean that at the beginning it 
felt like... You were on the other side of the river from me, Kacchan.” This 
made the blond settle down, so Izuku continued with a wan smile. “It felt 
like you were miles ahead, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t catch 
up... But little by little, I did, and now we’re on the same side of the river. I 
guess. Sorry. That was a weird metaphor,” he laughed nervously, playing 
with the edges of the paper boat. 


“Tt was fucking weird,” Katsuki sniffed, then looked out to the water. “I get 
what you mean, though.” His voice was soft, a rare hint of gentleness that 
Izuku still couldn’t believe was sometimes directed toward him. “Just make 
sure you don’t fall back to the other side of the river, dumbass,” Katsuki 
said after a second, elbowing him gently in the arm. 


“Hehe, I won’t,” Izuku chuckled and elbowed him back. 


Then, fireworks lit up the moonlit sky, indicating that it had turned twelve. 
Izuku and Katsuki crawled to the bank to gently push the paper boats into 
the water. They watched them drift along the current, joined by hundreds 
of other little sailboats. Then, Izuku jumped to his feet while tugging 
eagerly on Katsuki’s arm. 


“Come on!” 


He ignored Katsuki’s confused sputters of protest as he dragged him up the 
bank to the walkway overlooking the river, which was lined by red railings. 
Izuku gripped the railing, searching for their two boats drifting alongside 
one another, and then pointed them out with a smile. ‘The moon bathed 
them in a white glow, making them almost luminescent in the brilliant light. 
The light also played over the water to make it seem like they drifted on 
rivers of glittering diamond. 


“Hey... What did you wish for?” Katsuki asked him suddenly, and Izuku 
turned to look at him with a soft smile. 


“A world where people’s wishes could come true.” 


Katsuki raised his eyebrows. Under the pale moonlight, the pink hue that 
rose to his cheeks was rosy pale. Katsuki bit down on his bottom lip, but 
that didn’t suppress the little chuckles that bubbled out of his throat. 


“Me too.” 
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Izuku’s smile brightened, and then he turned to look out at the water. It 
was full of paper boats now, all glowing in the white light streaming down 
from the cloudless sky. He felt Katsuki nudge him, because of course he 
couldn’t let the moment pass without another jab. 


“What a waste though, ‘cuz it’s my wish that’s gonna come true, nerd,” he 
teased. Izuku had to laugh and shake his head. Only Katsuki could make 
even traditional wishes during Tanabata into a competition. He supposed it 
didn’t matter though, if only one of their wishes were granted or both— 
either way, it meant happiness and peace for those who needed it most. 
That’s all Izuku could ever want. He watched those boats drift down the 
heavenly river, where hopefully the gods would pluck them up on the 
distant shore. They would read those wishes, and fulfill their hopes. 
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The night is pitch black. It’s hard for Katsuki to even look for trouble in the 
shadows, since everything 7s shadows. Some would say there were better 
heroes for this job — heroes whose quirks lend themselves to the darkness, 
such as Tsukuyomi or Vantablack. But to them, Katsuki says a resonating 
‘Fuck you’. 


He’ll work when and where he wants to work. And the night brings the best 
opportunities to catch villains who are trying to be sneaky; the worst of the 
worst. Katsuki doesn’t want to run after purse-snatchers during busy business 
hours. He’ll go after the ones who prefer the veil of the moon to do their 
bidding. Besides, Dynamight isn’t afraid of the dark, for his explosions burn 
bright. 


And when the night gets truly dark, Katsuki has his guiding star. 


Since his patrol route is in a commercial district, there's a moment of the 
night where everyone has gone home. Around | am, there aren’t even janitors 
cleaning up the sky-high buildings that house the many suit-and-tie 
companies of their country. The district is a silent jungle of gigantic steel 
buildings. And once every salaryman has gone home and every light has been 
turned off, it becomes hard to even tell the buildings apart. 


There's only one building in the district that Katsuki always recognises - the 
tall building of the National News Network, the biggest news conglomerate in 
the country. Katsuki always recognises that building, the one that houses his 
guiding star 


On the 16th floor, the fifth window from the right, the lights are always on 
through the night. As Katsuki patrols the district, he can always tell where 
he is by the distance from that one spot of light that shines bright in the ever- 
present darkness. 


And, on his breaks, that’s where Katsuki always goes. 


With some very well-calculated explosions, Katsuki launches himself from the 
rooftop of a nearby building with just enough speed for him to land on the 
correct window sill. The window sill that finally grants him an up-close and 
personal view of his guiding star. 


A soft ‘thump’ sounds through the small office room as he perches himself on 
the window like a weird, blond crow. 


“Deku! Coffee!” he demands with the ease of someone who does that every 
night. 
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“Good night to you too, Kacchan,” Deku says without taking his eyes from 
the computer screen. “You know where the coffee is. I just made it for you.” 


“Then why didn’t you serve it already?” he grumbles, jumping off the window 
to land inside the small, messy office. 


There’s paper everywhere and of every kind — scraps of newspapers, 
company memos, scribbled notes. They pile up on every available surface, 
from Deku’s desk to the top of the coffeemaker Katsuki came for. His mug is 
already waiting for him, right beside the full pot. Deku really leaves 
everything ready for him; Katsuki is convinced he refuses to serve him just to 
make a point. 


“T could leave you without your precious coffee. And then what would you 
do?” he taunts. 


“Vd fucking bother you until you made some,” Katsuki answers truthfully, as 
he half-sits on Deku’s desk. 


“You know, you could just change your schedule to daytime since you're 
clearly not a night owl,” Deku says, finally taking his eyes off the screen and 
facing Katsuki. 


“And miss all the action? Hell no. Have you seen the villain I caught two 
hours ago?” he asks cockily. 


Deku chuckles, “Yes, I already got the report from the police. ’m working on 
it right now.” 


“You better make me look cool, nerd,” he demands, even though he knows he 
doesn’t have to. 


Izuku Midoriya is one of the most respected hero analysts in the country. He’s 
the one who breaks down every hero fight that happens for the next morning’s 
news. That’s why he’s the only one working in such ungodly hours — Deku 
makes a point of writing all his analyses at the end of the day so he doesn’t 
miss any battle that may occur out of business hours. And since he began 
working for NNN, none of his reports of Dynamight’s fights have been 
anything other than a stellar review of the hero’s work. 


“Did you really grab the villain by the ankle and smash him against a 
building?” Deku asks, frowning at the police report on his computer screen. 


“T sure as hell did,” Katsuki answers smugly. 

“Doesn’t seem to be a good use of your quirk,” he ponders. 

“Fuck quirk use! What about style points?” 

“T don’t give out points, Dynamight,” Deku says, shaking his head. 


“Maybe you should,” Katsuki shrugs. “Would show the fuckers who is the 
best hero in town despite what those shitty old farts at the Hero Commission 
think.” 
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“Still struggling with your rank because of your structural damages, I see,” 
Deku taunts. 


“T don’t want to talk about that,” he grumbles, focusing back on his coffee. 


It’s a badly hidden secret that Katsuki doesn’t rank higher because of his 
potty mouth that scares off most of the public and media, and because the 
Hero Commission hates dealing with the destructive after-effects of his quirk 
in private and public buildings. If the hero ranking worked based solely on 
villain apprehension and civilian rescue, Katsuki would have been warming 
the number one spot for a long time now. 


“Well, considering you did manage to catch the villain without breaking any 
windows of the jewelry store he was trying to rob, I say it ended up being a 
ereat fight,” Deku says with a warm smile that never fails to make Katsuki 
feel like the best hero in the country. “Amazing as always, Dynamight!” 


Warmth floods Katsuki’s body from Deku’s praise, but he doesn’t give back 
any more than a click of his tongue. And with one big gulp, Katsuki finishes 
his coffee. 


“Gotta go back to work. With any luck, [ll give you another good report for 
tomorrow night, panda.” 


“T accept nerd-...” 
“Clearly,” Katsuki teases, indicating the hero posters on the walls. 
“.-but I’m not a panda!” 


“As if. With the dumb hours you pull, no wonder you have the eyebags of a 
panda.” 


“You work the same hours as me!” Deku protests, but Katsuki just chuckles 
at his objection. 


“Night, Deku. See you tomorrow,” he says, already perching himself up on the 
window sill. 


“One day I’ll pick a nickname for you!” Deku threatens before Katsuki jumps 
off, propelled by the power of his explosions. 


ae 


Deku told him he’d be taking a day off. It was his mother’s birthday or some 
shit like that. But Katsuki didn’t expect the night to be so much darker 
without his personal guiding star. 


The feeble public lightning is good for nothing when Katsuki sits on the 
parapet of a skyscraper. Even the stars seem to offer more illumination — but 
there, looking at the infinite expanse of black sky, dotted with stars, all 
Katsuki can think about are freckles. The constellation of black dots that 
decorates Deku’s face. 
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It’s weird how his little interactions with Deku became the brightest moment 
in Katsuki’s day. He looks forward to the time he swings by Deku’s office to 
steal coffee more than he does villain fights. Katsuki never expected that 
there would come a day he’d find more joy in anything than kicking villain 
ass, but here he was. 


Now he finds himself bored halfway to death, even though he already caught 
one guy, using a quirk that made his fingers grow as long as he wanted, trying 
to steal cash from an ATM. After dropping the guy at the closest police 
station, all Katsuki could think of was how many inappropriate jokes he could 
tell Deku about the villain’s quirk. 


Realizing that Deku wouldn’t be there for him to talk with took all the shine 
of Katsuki’s arrest away. Suddenly, catching the villain didn’t mean as much 
because there would be no one to talk to about it. Sure, he could text his 
friends, hang out in the agency’s breakroom to impress a sidekick. But none 
of this had the kind of appeal talking to Deku had. 


Katsuki was grumpy the rest of the night as his shift slowly passed. He didn’t 
have coffee, he couldn’t talk to Deku — the night was completely dull. 


Once his shift was over, Katsuki dragged his feet back to his apartment feeling 
gloomy. He hid in his room and closed his blackout curtains to make sure no 
pesky sun rays could get in, but in the end he didn’t get much sleep. No, 
instead, he spent most of his time in bed, wondering how to bring light back 


to his life. 


Izuku loves working at night. He’s always been a night-dweller, so his job suits 
him perfectly. He finds it funny to take the train downtown when everyone is 
on the opposing platform, going home. There’s a certain peace in having the 
whole 30 storeys tall building all to himself, while during the day it’s bustling 
with people. 


And, one of the best perks of all, his crazy work hours gave him the chance 
to become friends with Dynamight. 


As a hero fanboy, Izuku has favorites in every generation of heroes — but 
Dynamight has occupied a special place in his podium since he saw Bakugou 
Katsuki winning his first Sports Festival at UA. The fiery passion he showed 
there and the perfect control of his quirk in his first year would forever be 
imprinted on Izuku’s mind, and he made a point of following the young hero’s 
career from then on. 


When Izuku finished college and got hired as a hero analyst for NNN, he 
dreamed of someday becoming important enough to maybe interview 
Dynamight. What he certainly didn’t expect was that, in his first week on the 
job, the hero himself would blast through his window, demanding to know 
what was going on and why Izuku was there. 


Apparently, having a light turned on was enough to warrant suspicion from 
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Dynamight. Izuku’s surprise at seeing his favorite hero invade his office was 
just comparable to his surprise in the following days, when Dynamight 
continued to appear there. Dynamight had been pleased with Izuku’s review 
of his fight that hit the news and came to learn more about the journalist. 
Izuku took the chance to offer him coffee —- and from then on, every night, 
Izuku’s office was invaded by the brightest star of the heroes in their country. 


Dynamight is brash, demanding, has a potty mouth, and the biggest ego on 
their side of the pacific. And yet, Izuku is proud to say they’re friends. The 
nightly invasions never fail to brighten Izuku’s mood and make his lonely shift 
much less lonely. There’s warmth in Dynamight’s fiery red eyes in a way that 
makes up for his lack of a sunny personality. 


In the end, Izuku got so used to their nightly meetings that, on his day off, 
he felt lonelier than when he’s on his own in the NNN building. So, it’s with 
renewed energy that he works tonight, counting the seconds until Dynamight 
appears to demand coffee. 


When the clock draws close to midnight, the time Dynamight usually takes 
his break, Izuku makes a point of brewing some fresh coffee. Having a little 
coffeemaker is a perk the NNN awards him for working after business hours. 
Izuku loves it, even if it’d be nice to be able to buy something fancy from a 
coffee shop from time to time. A part of him wonders if Dynamight only 
shows up because there are no coffee shops open, but he tries not to dwell on 
it. He knows he and the hero are friends, and his brain should focus on that 
instead of ‘might be’s. 


“Well, since you’re already there, you might serve me for once,” Dynamight’s 
voice takes Izuku out of his musing, his sudden appearance almost giving 
Izuku a heart attack. 


“Oh my god!” he jumps, surprised, just to see the hero perched on the window 
sill as usual. “How can you be so quiet when you come up here using 
explosions?!” 


Dynamight smirks cockily. “Gotta be quiet to sneak up on the villains. 
Always fun to see the scared look on their ugly mugs.” 


“Tm not a villain, though,” he mumbles, annoyed. 


“No, surprising you is a bonus,” the hero teases, jumping inside the office and 
taking the steaming mug from Izuku’s hands. 


“What do you have there?” Izuku asks, frowning, as he sees the hero carrying 
some kind of foliage. “Did you run into a plant-quirk villain?” 


“No,” Dynamight shakes his head. “This is for you. I’m always stealing your 
coffee, figured I owed you some snacks too.” 


The hero hands him what Izuku then realizes is a bamboo shoot. Of course, 
because his eyebags make him a panda. Izuku rolls his eyes. 


“Ha. Ha. So funny. But I don’t think one shoot is going to make up for all the 
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coffee you’ve been drinking,” he says offhandedly, as he twists the little 
branch in his hand. 


“So how about I take you out for food tomorrow?” the hero asks, surprising 
Izuku even more than when he shows up out of nowhere. 


“What?” 


“Tomorrow is Tanabata. We could grab some festival food before our shifts. 
Ain’t really dinner, but I figured you gotta eat some time, right?” Dynamight 
erumbles, hiding behind the coffee mug. 


“Dinner? Festival food?” Izuku parrots, not believing what he just heard. 
“Yeah. You know, takoyaki, yakitori. The fucking usual.” 
“Food! Yeah! That sounds great!” he says enthusiastically. “I love food!” 


“Good,” Dynamight smirks, putting his mug down. “We can even make a 
tanzaku wishing for more sleep for you.” 


“And one wishing less structural damage for you,” Izuku retorts, smirking as 
well. 


Dynamite squints at him, “I’ll show you structural damages in the next 
ranking, nerd. I'll blow the competition away.” 


“Tm pretty sure that’s not allowed, Dynamight.” 


“Call me Katsuki,” he says, walking back to the window. “I'll text you the 
time and place for tomorrow.” 


“Sure! Ah-... Katsuki?” 
“Hm?” 


“Did you steal the bamboo from the festival decorations people were putting 
up today?” 

The hero chuckles as he sits on the window sill, getting ready to jump away. 
“See you tomorrow, Deku.” 


And in bright explosions, he’s gone. Izuku rushes to the window to watch the 
hero flying through the black sky and he can’t help but think Dynamight 
looks like a shooting star. 
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Printed Love 
SweetSide 
Illustrated by Angelbean 


Flecks of gold clung to soft green curls. A streak of bright orange masked 
the smattering of freckles on a lightly tanned cheek. And a bit of cerulean 
blue caked the corner of chapped lips which were pressed into a thin line of 
concentration as scarred fingers moved meticulously to paint majestic waves 
along the carefully-folded paper kimono. 


As he worked, Izuku hummed along absent-mindedly with the K-pop 
playlist that had long since shifted over to newer songs he’d never heard 
before. He didn’t know the lyrics, but the music was catchy and it helped 
him to focus. At least until it stopped abruptly, giving way to a jarring bzzzt 
that signaled an incoming text message. He’d been so in the zone, he’d 
almost forgotten about the existence of text messages! Izuku jumped at the 
sound, lost control of his paintbrush for a split second, and added a thick 
line of blue where he didn’t mean to. 


“Dammit,” he muttered, eyeing the mistake. He set his brush aside, clicking 
his tongue and picked up his phone. Until then, he hadn’t noticed the dried 
bits of green and yellow and red dotting his hands. 


His frustration at being startled out of his work melted as an image flashed 
across the screen: Kacchan, holding up a bag from their favorite take-out 
place and the simple message of ‘on my way.’ Izuku took the opportunity to 
stretch, he’d been sitting hunched over the table for so long. And he also 
took a moment to admire the line of paper kimonos he’d been painting for 
the past few hours. 


Art wasn’t his forte, but he’d watched several tutorials, had picked a few 
simple yet elegant designs, and had practiced first on some scratch paper. 
Surveying his work now, he felt quite accomplished, a bit like the princess 
Orihime himself, working so hard to make all these beautiful pieces. 


Izuku leaned over the last few, pulling on his bottom lip as he puzzled out a 
way to ‘fix’ the small mess he’d made of the blue ocean waves. He supposed 
he might have to scrap it and start over. Nevertheless, these all needed to 
dry and he needed to wash his hands for dinner. 


By the time the door lock clicked open, announcing Kacchan’s arrival, Izuku 
had carefully arranged the little drying kimonos on one side of the table and 
had laid the other with the plates and utensils. 


“...Shitty gauntlet nearly wrecked my arm today. Ill have to get it repaired. 
The back-up’s all right, but—what’s all this?” 


Kacchan rolled his shoulder unconsciously and, setting down the take-out 
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bag, stopped short. He scrunched his eyebrows at the opposite side of the 
table, filled with Izuku’s artwork. 


“For ‘Tanabata!” Izuku said, brightly. He leaned up to give Kacchan a 
welcome home kiss. Pulling away, he noticed a little speck of dried blue 
paint he’d transferred to Kacchan’s lips, which made him laugh. 


“What?” Kacchan asked. 


“You have some...here,” Izuku brushed the paint from Kacchan’s lips with 
the pad of his thumb, the gesture nearly as intimate as a kiss, and Kacchan 
smirked while inspecting the gold still shimmering in Izuku’s hair with his 
fingers. 


“You've been busy, huh?” Kacchan took in each little kimono with an 
appraising eye. Izuku nodded. 


They should dry tonight and then [ll string them up. I’ll have to redo this 
one though, I messed it up—” 


“You're cheating!” Kacchan barked, suddenly. 

“What?! Kacchan, I’m not!” 

“No working on the decorations outside of work!” 

“Who set that rule?” 

“It’s not a rule. It’s an understanding; keeps the competition fair.” 
“T didn’t want to compete with you.” 

“Too late, now, nerd, we both agreed.” 


Izuku rolled his eyes and sighed. It was true. When Fat Gum had 
announced that all the big agencies would be hosting a decorating contest 
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for the upcoming Tanabata Festival, Kacchan had taken it a step further, 
urging a competition inside their own agency, between the two of them. 
Izuku had been reluctant at first, but had ultimately agreed because 
Kacchan always seemed to bring out his fighting spirit, even after so many 
years as rivals, friends, hero-partners, and lovers. 


“Well, I don’t think we set any such terms,” Izuku remarked as he opened 
the food bag and set the containers in front of them. 


“T’ll give you a pass this time, nerd, but don’t let me catch you, again!” 
“ Fine!” 


Kacchan grinned, looking mollified as he served rice to both of them. “They 
look good,” he added. 


“Thanks.” Izuku beamed. 


“Tl still beat you, though.” Kacchan leaned over and rested his chin on his 
hands, eyes fiery and full of mischief. 


Izuku attempted to kick him under the table, but Kacchan dodged the 
attack and they ate in amiable companionship without mentioning the 
competition again during the meal or for the rest of the night. 


In the morning, on his way to the kitchen to make tea, Izuku noticed that 
the little kimono he’d messed up was now fixed, and it strongly resembled 
The Great Wave off Kanagawa. The freshly cleaned brushes dried in a cup 
on the counter. 


“Now who’s cheating.” Izuku approached Kacchan who sat on the couch 
reading a comic; a vision of domesticity that Izuku would never quite be 
used to. 


“ That’s not cheating; it’s helping,” Kacchan insisted. “And you needed it.” 


Izuku pulled the book away from Kacchan’s face and thanked him with a 


doting, morning-breath kiss. 


During the week leading up to July 7th, Kacchan was the one who worked 
tirelessly like Orihime. He went to the office early in the morning, and 
stayed late at night. They’d staked out different sides of the agency building 
in which to work. It was hardly like being separated by the Milky Way, but 
they still didn’t see each other much. 


Kacchan was quite guarded o work on his project, Kacchan still made 
dinner and put the leftovers in the fridge for Izuku with taunting little notes 
attached. 


‘All these late nights and you still won’t beat me.’ 
And when Kacchan stayed late, Izuku sent him takeout along with taunts of 
his own. 
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[Deku]: 20:05 Take a break, Kacchan. I’m eating now too. This way we 
can eat ‘together.’ Surely a half hour’s rest won’t ruin your chances. If so, 
you're further behind than I thought. 


That earned him a few expletives and a devilish face emoji. 
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Izuku was grateful that he’d put in some time on his decorations during 
weeks prior because villains didn’t care about the heroes’ community 
outreach plans, what they did off the clock, or their plans to celebrate 
holidays. Whatever Kacchan was working on behind his multitude of ‘Keep 
Out’ signs was sharply interrupted, as they were both called to Hokkaido for 
a three-day mission. 


“T bet they’re using us for this mission to get ahead in the competition,” 
Katsuki barked as he packed their suitcases and Izuku printed the train 
tickets. 


“T doubt it, Kacchan. That’d be woefully inefficient on all counts. Besides, I 
don’t think anyone’s taking this decoration thing as seriously as you are. It’s 
meant to be fun.” 


“You better be taking it seriously, Deku. I’m gonna achieve a real victory or 
nothing!” 

“Kacchan, calm down! Save it for the mission. And pack me another sleep 
shirt, will you, I get almost as sweaty as you in this weather.” 

“Tch.” Kacchan grumbled, but obliged. 


It was an easy mission. So much so that upon their return, even Izuku 
wondered if maybe Kacchan was on to something earlier, about the others 
trying to get a leg up in the competition. He knew better than to mention 
it, but he took the opportunity to double down on his own efforts. He 
borrowed a keep out sign of his own as he put the finishing touches on his 
kimonos. 


“Deku?” 

“Hmm?” 

“I need your opinion on something, but you better not cry.” 
“Why would I cry?” 


Kacchan grunted and disappeared, returning moments later with strings of 
paper kimonos, each painted to look like a different hero’s suit. Izuku felt 
himself getting a little emotional, but he’d vowed to keep his cool. 


“Kacchan! These are amazing!” 
“T said don’t cry!” 
“You did all these?” 
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“Of course I did, nerd, I ain’t no cheater!” 
“You said you wanted my opinion. Or are you just gloating?” 


“Tch. Here.” He held out a painted kimono that was clearly All Might and 
Izuku inspected it, admiring the detailed work. “I ran out of gold paint, so I 
blended what was left with the silver and it’s not as bright as I wanted...it 
resembles the colors from the Silver Age, though with the Bronze Age 
design. Do you think people will notice?” 


“Sure, I think people will notice but only the two people in this room right 
now.” Izuku chewed on his bottom lip. Honestly, why hadn’t he thought of 
something this cool! It was an amazing idea, so of course Kacchan had come 
up with it. Kacchan was amazing! 


“You’re grumbling.” 
“No I’m not!” 


“You’re mad,” Kacchan teased, his smirk twitching gleefully in a way that 
only made Izuku more mad because it was so predictable and absolutely 
attractive. Kacchan knew him way too well. And that was absolutely 
attractive, too. 


“T’m not mad at you. ’m mad at myself! I should have thought of this!” 


“Well, you were thinking traditional. I, on the other hand, was thinking 
outside the box! Like winners do!” 


Izuku lunged forward, pinching Kacchan’s sides. “You’re. So. Impossible!” 


Kacchan shrieked and grunted as Izuku pounced. “Don’t mess up my art 
work!” 


But the string of paper kimonos that resembled most of their former Class 
A, and then some, was easily forgotten as Izuku showered Kacchan’s face 
with kisses. And Izuku knew, even as he was pulled into a longer embrace, 
that Kacchan would accuse him of distracting him on purpose. 
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“Woah! Yaoyorozu, did you make all these cranes?!” 
“ledicien 
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“T didn’t make them with my Quirk, Bakugou-san. I did it the old-fashioned 
way.” Kacchan’s scowl changed instantly to a look of admiration. 


“She did however make the origami paper,” Todoroki said, looking proud. 
“T’ll allow it,” Kacchan replied, as though he had the final word. 

“What did you make, Bakugou?” 

“Youll see! And it’ll blow all of you away!” 
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The night was hot and sticky with a clear sky, which was a good omen. 
“Looks like Orihime and Hikoboshi will get to meet tonight no problem!” 
said Izuku, glancing at the stars. 


“Yeah,” Kacchan agreed, following Izuku’s gaze. He wiped his palm on his 
yukata and reached his hand out to grasp Izuku’s in his, which made Izuku 
smile. They may be competing tonight, but they were still on the same 
team. “Let’s check out what the other losers made.” 


They strode hand in hand through all the stalls, admiring and tasting. Fat 
Gum had made some of the best takoyaki Izuku had ever eaten. Next to his 
booth, Tamaki, who had clearly eaten many of them, was doing a Quirk 
demonstration for a bunch of impressed-looking viewers. 


“Must you take so many pictures?” He asked Mirio, who beamed at him 
incessantly. 


“Deku! Toogata-kun!” 


Izuku turned to see a bright-looking Eri running towards them, her silver 
hair wound up an elaborate updo, with flowers surrounding her small horn. 


“Biri! 9) 


She hugged Izuku and Mirio both, then launched herself at Tamaki, making 
him blush. 


Izuku saw Kacchan’s gaze lock onto Kouta, who stood not far off, looking a 
bit skittish, his cheeks pink as a cherry blossom. He was wearing street 
clothes, rather than traditional attire and he had a bright red purse slung 
across his chest. Eri’s purse. 


“Kacchan,” Izuku whispered, “apparently they just started dating. It’s a 
newish thing for them, so don’t tease them, okay? Remember how nervous 
you were when we first got together?” 


“Psh. As if! I was the picture of calm!” 
“Sure. Hey Kouta-kun!” 


“What’s up?” Kouta inched forward with downcast eyes; he still wore red 
shoes reminiscent of Izuku’s, even after all these years. Izuku was touched, 
but refrained from commenting on it. 


“How’s U.A.? Cementoss-Sensei’s your homeroom teacher, right? That’s so 
cool! What’s your favorite class? Are the dorms all ri—” Kacchan lightly 
pinched the skin just above Izuku’s elbow, making him stop short, and 
leaning in with the guise of planting a kiss at his temple, he whispered, 
“who’s making him nervous?” 


Message received. Izuku bowed his head with a little smile. “Well, I hope 
you re enjoying school and learning a ton.” 


“T am, thanks.” 


“Stop by our booth too, while you're at it. That way you won’t miss out on 
the best,” Kacchan crowed. “Then you can vote for whose decorations are 
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better. Deku’s or mine!” 
“Wow, you haven’t changed a bit, Bakugou-san!” Eri beamed. 
“You got that right, kid! I’m gonna be number one!” 


Izuku walked with Kacchan back towards their set-up, waving at people 
along the way, and Izuku stopped for taiyaki made by Satou that was so 
incredibly sweet he couldn’t finish it. 


When they arrived at their booth, there was already a small crowd of 
admirers, taking in their respective paper kimonos. They’d set up little jars 
with their names on them in order for people to vote for their favorite; Hero 
Deku versus Hero Kacchan. 


“How come there’s paper kimonos at Tanabata?” A little girl asked her 
mother. The mother scrunched her nose up like she was thinking and 
adjusted the girl on her hip. 


“Oh...there’s a bit of a story behind it, but I don’t remember it all, really,” 
her mother replied. Something about star-crossed lovers.” 


“What’s that mean?” 

“T can tell it if you like!” Izuku interjected, moving towards the crowd. 
“It’s Deku!” 

“And Kacchan!!” 


The people parted as Izuku walked forward, filling in around him again as 
he crouched down to tell the story. The mother set the girl down and she 
ran to Izuku. She appeared very close to jumping in Izuku’s lap, but seemed 
to think better of it at the last minute. Izuku smiled at her and patted the 
ground next to him. She plopped down, which was all the permission the 
other kids in the crowd needed. Soon, Izuku was surrounded. He saw Eri 
and Kouta walking hand in hand towards them, joining the back of the 
throng, standing next to Kacchan. 


“Well, you see, the princess Orihime was a weaver who worked tirelessly to 
make beautiful clothes; the kimonos for all the gods,” Izuku began. “She 
worked so hard and so frequently that she didn’t have much time for 
romance; she started to worry that she may never meet someone and fall in 
love.” 


Izuku looked directly at Kacchan, instantly recalling their early days, 
dancing around one another with the sometimes too convenient excuse of 
focusing on their hero work. 


Izuku didn’t miss the little twitch at the corner of Kacchan’s lips, a cross 
between a smirk and a smile playing on his face. Izuku looked back down at 
the kids’ wide, rapt eyes, already hanging on his every word, and continued 
the story. “Her father, who was the god of the heavens, saw she was sad, so 
he took her to meet a cow herder named Hikoboshi, who lived all the way 
on the other side of the Milky Way. It was love at first sight!” 
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“Oooh,” Eri cooed, hyping up the other listeners and beaming at them as 
they gasped along with her. Even Kouta grinned at the genuineness of their 
expressions. 


“They got married right away and naturally started spending all their time 
together, because they were so in love. Unfortunately, that meant they 
started neglecting their work. Orihime stopped her weaving, so all the gods’ 
clothes got worn out and old, and they didn’t have any new ones to wear! 
Hikoboshi’s cows got sick, because he wasn’t there to tend to them. ‘The 
gods complained to Orihime’s father and he grew so frustrated himself, that 
he decided to separate the two lovers. Orihime cried and cried, she was 
heartbroken! She begged to see her husband, Hikoboshi. He’d set them up in 
the first place, only to keep them apart?! Now, her father didn’t like seeing 
her so upset, so he made a deal with them. He decided to allow Orihime and 
Hikoboshi to see each other one day a year. On the seventh day of the 
seventh month.” 


Izuku watched several of the kids in the crowd counting on their fingers 
“The seventh of July!” one squealed, holding up seven fingers with pride. 


“Exactly!” Izuku nodded. 


“They only got to be together one day a year? That’s still so sad,” hummed 
Eri. There was a small glance then between her and Kouta, who was 
definitely blushing. 


“Yeah,” Izuku agreed. “I know Id be sad if I could only see Kacchan once a 
year...but then I guess when you're a goddess and you live forever...maybe it 
doesn’t feel like that long a time. In any case, she returned to her weaving 
and Hikoboshi happily tended to his cows, and they each looked forward to 
the day when they could see each other again. But when the seventh day of 
the seventh month finally came around, they discovered the heavenly river 
was overflowing with water, and Orihime started to cry, because how could 
she cross to see her love?!” 


“Tf she had a cool flying Quirk, she could fly across!” shouted one of the kids 
as he flapped his arms like wings. 


“Or, if she was like Creati, she could make a bridge or something,” 
suggested another. 


“'That’s close to what happened,” Izuku acknowledged, “a flock of magpies 
came and helped to build a bridge, so they could cross the river. And when 
they did, they embraced, happy to be together again.” 


“Heww!” Several of the kids shuddered on the word, ‘embrace,’ sticking their 
tongues out in disgust, but smiling nonetheless. 


“So that’s the story. And if you look up at the sky tonight, you’ll be able to 
see the Milky Way and think about Orihime and Hikoboshi crossing all that 
way just to be together for one day.” 


People clapped and cheered and Izuku thought Eri had tears in her eyes. 
The crowd dispersed and went back to checking out the decorations and 
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casting their votes. 


“You're a sap,” Kacchan teased, hugging Izuku to his side and planting a 
lingering kiss on his cheek. 


“Not always,” Izuku retorted. 

“Only when it counts, nerd.” 

“Only with you. Anyway, I think it’s a sweet story.” 
“Bittersweet,” Kacchan replied. 


At ten o’clock, the votes between all the agencies were tallied. Izuku and 
Kacchan’s booth won by a handful of votes which had Kacchan grinning 
with pride and shouting about it to anyone who would listen or within the 
general vicinity. Eri and Kouta offered to count their jars to determine the 
winner between them. Kacchan paced, a fierce glint in his eye as they 
counted, and Izuku snickered, “Eri was right, Kacchan. You really haven’t 
changed.” 
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“We have a winner!” Kouta announced when they’d finished counting. A 
crowd was building up again, waiting for the announcement with curiosity. 


“Looks like...it’s a tie,” Eri said, conferring with Kouta, pointing at 
something they couldn’t see on her tally sheet. 


“Yep. It’s a tie,” he confirmed. 
Kacchan looked ready to spit fire. 
“Then we have to have a tie breaker!” Kacchan shouted. 


“Kacchan!” 


“All right!” Fat Gum had joined the back of the crowd and looked clearly 
amused by the antics. “Everyone close your eyes...including you two. 
Especially you two.” Everyone obeyed. “Raise your hand if you’re voting for 
Deku!” 


With his eyes closed, Izuku couldn’t see how many hands were going up, 
but he felt Kacchan tense beside him, grunting under his breath. “Now raise 
your hand if you’re voting for Kacchan.” Kacchan snorted. Fat Gum 
instructed everyone to open their eyes and again they obeyed. “The winner 
is... Deku!” 


“What?!” 
“The story was so sweet, I had to vote for him!” someone said. 
“Me too!” 


“'That’s not decorations!” Kacchan shouted. But people ignored his 
rumblings and mingled amongst themselves. Being a high-ranking hero, they 
were more than used to his personality by now. It was part of the charm. 
Izuku pulled him into his arms even as he fussed and fumed. 
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“Sorry, Kacchan.” 
“Yeah, yeah, yeah...” 


“T love you,” he murmured, leaning up to press their lips together in a sweet 
kiss that seemed to instantly alleviate Kacchan’s disappointment. “And I 
love your designs. Personally, I would have voted for you.” 


“You would, you fanboy. Say, I made a couple extra ones too,” Kacchan 
pulled Izuku by the hand, back towards their booth and ducked behind the 
counter. ‘Then he pulled out two more paper kimonos painted to look like 
their own hero suits, and they were clearly a matched set. “I figured we 
could keep these two. Take them home with us, frame them or something.” 
Kacchan’s cheeks were turning pink, possibly because he was embarrassed 
by his own sentimentality, but Izuku leaned across the counter and kissed 
him again, this time more fiercely and less appropriate for a crowd setting. 
Whoop whistles went up around them, something they were fairly used to, 
but it snapped them back to reality. Nevertheless, when they pulled apart 
they were both wearing dopey smiles. It never ceased to amaze Izuku the 
effect they still had on each other, even after all this time. 


“T’m glad I get to spend more than one day a year with you, Kacchan.” 
“Yeah nerd, me too. Every day.” 
“Every day.” 


And together they glanced up at the stars, taking in the view of the clear 
night sky and the heavenly river that was the Milky Way. 
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Two weeks. 


It didn’t seem like much, like a very long stretch of time, given that Izuku 
had just spent two months in a coma following a particularly challenging 
tangle with a villain. In addition to a fuzzy stint of time in the hospital 
after he woke up, that should have made this seem like no time at all. 


But two weeks of mandated rest (house ar-rest, more like!) meant something 
far worse than just the fourteen day duration: Izuku was going to miss 
Tanabata. 


“It’s just one festival, Deku-kun,” Uraraka said as she directed a procession 
of floating groceries to home themselves in their proper places inside of 
Izuku’s kitchen. 


It was very nice of her to help. She didn’t have to! Izuku really didn’t want 
her to. If he couldn’t even put his own groceries away, what hope did he 
have for attending the festival? But as he was barred from doing any of it 
himself on threat of quirk-suppressing shackles, Izuku sat on his couch in a 
useless blanket-covered lump, watching. 


“It happens every summer. We can still celebrate the one in Sendai next 
month, and it’ll be twice as fun, you’ll see.” The last cabinet clicked shut, 
and Izuku could hear the swish of Uraraka’s skirt as she turned away from 
it. “Deku-kun. Listen to me.” 


Izuku met her unimpressed expression with his own sullen pout. 
“You’re not going to that festival.” 
Izuku was going to that festival. 


Uraraka didn’t understand. This year was different! It wasn’t just one 
festival; Izuku couldn’t wait until next year or even next month. All other 
years until this one, sure; though he loved the fireworks and the festivities, 
he could have missed them without issue. 


But this year Kacchan was going. 


Kacchan never went. Not since they were kids— since UA, at least. He went 
for school trips because he had to, with minimal complaint but just as much 
enthusiasm. At the time, Izuku was unsure of their footing and kept to a 
separate crowd. Now, many years past graduation, they were on better 
terms. They worked together, fought together, even ate together on 
occasion! They were doing so well... 


And yet, in some ways they were still so far apart. 
But this year! 
This year. 


Kacchan was going for one night only and Izuku finally had an excuse to 
confess. 


Oh, right. Izuku was also head-over-heels in love with him. 


There was no good reason Izuku couldn’t find another time, but it was the 
one day a year that the two lovers in the Tanabata story would meet; 
maybe they would look down on him and give him a little boost from the 
celestial heavens, from one couple who rarely met to another. 


It wasn’t a good reason but it was still a reason. 


Agency PR and not any kind of desire on Kacchan’s part might have been 
the cause for his presence at the festival, but it had still been enough to 
convince Izuku to go through with it. So for months he’d been planning 
this, this perfect opportunity to finally make his feelings known, and 
Kacchan— 


Well, Kacchan might just punch him in the face. 
(Which could always be Kacchan’s idea of romance) 


Izuku pulled his blanket up over his head. Stupid. Stupid, stupid. Izuku had 
the entire evening’s itinerary extensively mapped out in extreme and 
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obsessive detail, and now it was all for naught. 
All because he had to go and get himself injured. 


“Deku-kun,” Uraraka called softly. “I know you’re frustrated, but you have 
to take it easy. You really...” she trailed off, and Izuku could hear the quiet 
intake of breath before she continued with, “You had us worried. We 
thought this was it.” 


Groaning, Izuku pressed the fabric into his eyes as guilt washed over him. 
Like he didn’t know! But that was just part of the job, part of his life; it 
certainly wasn’t something he wanted to have happen, especially when it 
caused others to worry - but sometimes he had to make risky choices to save 
people. 


Uraraka sighed. “Well, everything’s done here. [ll be by tomorrow, but 
don’t hesitate to call or text if you need anything, okay? Okay, Deku-kun?” 


“Okay, Uraraka-san,” Izuku said, her name obscured with a yawn as he 
unearthed himself from his blanket bundle. “Thank you so much for your 
help.” 


He really was grateful; Uraraka had much better things to do than play 
nursemaid to Izuku. She made sure he had a fresh glass of water and enough 
pillows and blankets, and left Izuku’s apartment with a kiss dropped in his 
hair and a soft click of his door’s lock. 


And thus, Izuku was alone. 


Alone with his fatigue, alone with his thoughts. His existing plans might 
have been dashed but that didn’t mean they couldn’t be... modified. 


He fished out a notebook and pencil from where he knew he had one 
stashed under his couch. 


Izuku was going to that festival. 


ne 


Recovering from lengthy hospital visits was certainly not a new thing for 
Izuku; time and time again he was given extended stays courtesy of 
accidents and quirks encountered in his line of work. He knew the drill by 
this point, knew what to expect from his weakened body. 


It still didn’t make it any easier. 


Sighing, Izuku toweled himself off and reached for a set of clean pajamas. 
The temptation to just stew in his sweat had been very enticing, but he 
needed to have some standards. Though washing his hair would have to 
wait until he could hold his arms up for more than a few seconds, he could 
at least rinse the rest of his body. It even made him feel a little better. 


Not a lot, but it didn’t matter. Izuku was about to make a miraculous 
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recovery. 


He happened to know a thing or two about putting on a smile when it 
didn’t quite match how he felt inside. But!! If Izuku could go to Tanabata 
and hang his wish and confess to Kacchan, then his feelings would match 
the face that he was putting on. 


Well, unless Kacchan rejected him. 


Izuku finished dressing and dragged his aching bones into the kitchen. He 
was fine, really! He just felt compelled to sit down again, no big deal. 
Training was going to have to start as soon as possible to get back up to 
speed; Izuku hated any break in his ability to do his job and was always 
eager to begin the process of rehabilitation. 


But he didn’t need his fists to attend a festival. He just needed to be able to 
stay upright for more than a few minutes. 


Tea would help. 


Shuffling over to the window with a steaming mug in hand, Izuku parked 
himself into his most comfortable chair with his notebook and a good view, 
settling in for an afternoon with his thoughts. He had less than a week 
before the festival and so he had to carefully orchestrate exactly how his 
confession was still going to proceed. 


He had intended to start yesterday but said intentions had been interrupted 
by an unscheduled afternoon nap. Dreams of takoyaki, missing the festival, 
and penning the greatest most foolproof plan that would definitely make 
Kacchan say yes all swept through his buzzing brain. He woke up to a 
notebook page tossed over his face that only had Operation Wish-for- 
Kacchan, Step 1: scrawled on it. 


Today was different. Today nothing would get between him and— 
“Kacchan?!” 


Izuku jolted, blinking to focus as he pressed forward against the glass. Was 
the explosion of blond spikes he saw across the street really—? Heart rate 
picking up speed, Izuku leapt out of his seat, ignoring the wave of dizziness 
that washed over him as he dashed toward his door. 


Careful planning (or lack thereof) be damned, Izuku hadn’t seen Kacchan in 
months. Most rational thought flew out the window once he saw the man 
that he was in love with through its pane. To be fair, Izuku hadn’t seen 
most people in quite a while, given that he had been in a coma. But he 
hadn’t seen Kacchan for even longer before that! They lived in separate 
cities, and only saw each other when assignments put them in close 
proximity. Another reason that Tanabata was going to be Izuku’s best 
chance to finally change that. When would even be the next time they’d 
cross paths? 


Any other time Izuku would have sped down the stairs, using his quirk to 
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make it to the ground floor in record time. Somehow his last shred of reason 
told him that he didn’t want to chance passing out mid-flight - how would 
he explain that to whomever found him? - so he settled for the elevator. 
Izuku rapidly pressed the down button, despite the elevator already 
ascending and despite knowing it wouldn’t actually speed anything up. It 
was still doing something and any action felt a lot better than just waiting. 


Why was Kacchan there? Not only in his town but on his street!? Had he— 
Wait. 


The elevator had already been on its way up, and since it was stopping on 
his floor for a down call, that meant that its occupant had selected Izukwu’s 


floor. 


Izuku had other neighbors on this floor, but could it be— could it possibly 
be— 


The elevator doors slid open, and Izuku held his breath. 
“Deku-kun!? What are you doing out here?” 


Izuku’s heart tumbled over itself. Idiot, what was he thinking? That 
Kacchan had really come all this way to see Izuku? He was probably here 
for work-related reasons, or it wasn’t him at all and Izuku had just been 
mistaken. 


“T... came to meet you?” Izuku offered. 


Uraraka made a noise of disbelief as she exited the elevator, herding Izuku 
back toward his apartment with a deliberate four-fingered touch. “I just 
texted you two seconds ago, Deku-kun. Do I need to threaten you with the 
quirk suppressants again?” 


“No, Uraraka-san,” Izuku said, cowed, attempting to hide his jitters as he 
sat down on the couch. His pulse was definitely too high, his breathing too 
labored, after just a brief run to the elevator. He was going to have to 
improve a lot in the next few days if he wanted to have any hope of 
attending the festival without being dragged home in chains. 


And if Kacchan— 
Kacchan!! 


Izuku pushed himself back up as fast as he had sat down, hurrying over to 
the window. Was he still here? Could Izuku still catch a glimpse of the most 
important person in his life? 


“Oh, you’ve got it bad, Deku-kun.” 


Izuku slapped his hand over his mouth, cursing his muttering habit as 
Uraraka pursed her lips at him. Her exasperation only lasted a moment 
before she returned to the meal she had begun preparing, saying, “Bakugou- 
kun is in Shibuya this week until Tanabata. Whomever you saw out there 
wasn’t him.” 
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Wilting, Izuku sank back into his chair by the window, letting his eyes 
unfocus as he listened to the gentle clinking and scraping sounds of cooking 
from the kitchen. 


It made sense. There was no reason for Kacchan to be in his neighborhood! 
Izuku knew this. 


And it didn’t matter, since he would see Kacchan at the festival that Izuku 
was definitely going to. 


Why was he still so disappointed? 


Okay. 
Okay, Izuku could do this. 


His time was running out; after several days of sleeping far too much and 
accomplishing far too little, the day before the festival arrived and it was 
going to be now or never. 


It was simple. 


If Izuku could go out, complete a basic task without any help, it would be 
proof that he was ready to spend the next night in Hiratsuka celebrating 
the annual festival of star-crossed lovers. 
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Izuku tried not to think too much about that last part. 


This hadn’t been any kind of deal he’d made. There was no guarantee he 
wouldn’t be chastised and returned to his apartment no matter what he 
could prove. 


That is, if he got caught. 


If Izuku played it right, only Kacchan would even know about the excursion. 
By then it wouldn’t matter because Izuku would have already confessed and 
Kacchan wouldn’t notice that Izuku shouldn’t be there!! 


Izuku sighed. 
Who was he kidding? Of course Kacchan would notice. 


But there would be a very narrow window before Izuku got an explosion to 
the face, and Izuku was hanging all of his hopes on that little sliver of time. 


First Izuku had to prove to himself that he’d even be able to get to the 
festival in the first place. 


Okay! 
He could do this. He will do this. 


Izuku’s body was fine. All stitched up, put back together and fully healed 
after being tended to by top-of-the-line surgeons and quirk healers, it was 
practically brand new. A little too new, like a newborn baby that gets cold 
too easily, can’t walk and needs to take a nap several times a day. 


Nothing Izuku can’t power through!! 


This time, no one intercepted him when the elevator doors opened on his 
floor, and Izuku breathed a small sigh of relief. So far, so good. 


He wasn’t going to go far! Just down the block to the konbini to pick up 
some fresh katsudon that Izuku had been absolutely craving, then right 
back home to heat it up and eat. Easy. Simple. Totally not an issue that he 
already felt winded just walking out the front doors of his apartment 
building. 


Izuku had his distinctive (though currently greasy and unwashed) green 
curls tucked safely away in a ball cap and most of his face covered in a 
medical mask, so he wasn’t too concerned about being spotted by his 
neighbors. Unlike Uraraka, they wouldn’t try to shepherd him back home 
but they would probably try to initiate a conversation. The grains in his 
hourglass were already spilling out and Izuku had to be efficient. 


Walk through the door. Go to the refrigerated section. Select katsudon. Pay 
for katsudon. Walk back out through the door. 


Check check check check check. 


Take deep breaths, move with uneven steps. Blink rapidly, lose focus. 
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Check? 


Stepping back into the sunlight on jellied feet, Izuku paused for a moment 
to lean against the side of the building. Whew! That was... a little more 
draining that he anticipated, which didn’t bode amazingly well for 
tomorrow. But if he could make it home without passing out, that would 
still be good enough for him. 


After all, he didn’t need to account for leaving the festival. Kacchan would 
take care of that, in one way or another: Izuku would be getting home 
romantically slung over Kacchan’s shoulders or in an urn of ashes. 


Either way Izuku didn’t have to worry about it. 


With katsudon in hand, Izuku set his jaw and his stride, taking off down 
the sidewalk at an increased clip. His stamina was waning and the sooner he 
got home, the sooner this little test would be over and he could chalk it up 
as a resounding success. One foot in front of the other, one step and then 
another and another and a stumble— 
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Izuku would have recognized the hand that caught his elbow even without 
the voice that accompanied it, both so seared into his memories they were 
practically a part of his DNA. He knew exactly whose red eyes he’d look up 
to see glaring at him. What was surprising was the particular look he found 
there: an expression that always felt reserved just for Izuku, despite being 
incognito. 


“The fuck are you doing, you damn Deku?” 
Oh. Busted. 


“Kacchan,” Izuku breathed, at a loss for anything else to say. At what point 
had Kacchan taken Izuku’s grocery bag? It had shifted into the hand that 
wasn’t holding Izuku, which was already occupied with some other large 
bag. A half-dozen questions flit through Izuku’s mind: why was Kacchan 
here? Where was he going? What was in the bag? Had that actually been 
Kacchan in his neighborhood before? Didn’t Uraraka say he was in 
Shibuya? How long had Kacchan been dragging him down the sidewalk? 


Kacchan remained silent until they were almost at Izuku’s door, bullishly 
directing Izuku along with a death grip on his arm. And when they got 
there, all he said was, “Open it.” 


Izuku hurried to get out his keys and let them both into his apartment. Any 
other time Izuku would have questioned why Kacchan was coming in, too, 
but he just didn’t have the energy to argue. 


Nor did he have the energy to stop Kacchan from pushing him across the 
floor the second their shoes were off, skidding over the hardwood until Izuku 
landed backward onto his couch. He opened his mouth to protest, to say 
anything, but Kacchan quickly silenced him with a glare before turning 
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away. 


Blinking, only a little dazed, Izuku watched as Kacchan walked into Izuku’s 
kitchen to heat up the katsudon, like he lived there. Like he belonged. 


He looked so perfect and all Izuku wanted to do was ask him to stay 
forever. 


“You are an idiot,” Kacchan spat as he thrust the warmed food down onto 
the coffee table, scowling. “I know you ain’t supposed to go out. Shoulda 
ordered delivery. The hell were you thinking?” 


That if I could manage this, I’d be able to go to Tanabata tomorrow and see 
Kacchan, and it would be so romantic and I’d finally have the courage to 
confess my feelings. 


Izuku was suddenly grateful he had a mouth full of fried pork and none of 
that slipped out accidentally. He swallowed. “I feel fine, Kacchan.” 


“Yeah, exactly, you weren’t thinking.” 


Even if he had to eat it under the stony stare of his childhood friend and 
longtime crush, Izuku was grateful for the warmth in his belly and the 
familiar comfort of his favorite food as he finished his meal. 


“Thanks, Kacchan,” he said softly, unable to suppress the smile in his words 
or on his face when he went to clean up and Kacchan whisked it all away 
before Izuku could stand. Kacchan had always had a surly exterior and a 
brash way of showing it, but Izuku eventually came to recognize moments 
like this as his unique expression of care. 


Which is why it was so unfair!! Kacchan did all these things and expected 
Izuku to not fall in love with him?! Absurd. 


Izuku’s eyes drifted over to Kacchan’s bag in the genkan. It was so large, 
and there was some kind of colorful paper peeking out of one corner. 
Kacchan wasn’t one for frivolous spending, so it was probably something 
important. Oh my gosh, was it the new line of retro All Might coin banks?? 
Those just came out and were limited edition and impossible to find, of 
course Kacchan would have found them! 


“Ain’t no damn piggy banks and ain’t none of ya damn business either, 
nosy nerd,” Kacchan growled, reappearing in Izuku’s line of sight. In one 
smooth motion he flicked Izuku’s forehead and his hat off of his head, then 
grabbed a fistful of curls and yanked. “And what the hell is this greasy shit? 
When’s the last time you bathed, you animal?” 


“Hey!” Izuku protested, disentangling his locks from clenched fingers. “I 
bathe every day, I just haven’t washed my hair. You know, you don’t have 
to wash your hair every—” 


“Tay, yeah, but once a fucking month would be nice. Get up.” 


Izuku’s heart did a little flip in his chest. What. What was happening right 
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now? 


Unable to refuse Kacchan in the best of times, with his energy levels 
depleted Izuku had no choice but to let himself be corralled into his 
bathroom and placed on his bathing stool, still fully clothed. His brain was 
still somewhere back in the hallway when Kacchan turned on the water, 
pushed Izuku forward and unceremoniously drenched his hair. 


This was crazy. Was Kacchan really shampooing him? 


Yes. That was exactly what was happening; with rough tugs and scrapes, 
Kacchan worked a lather through Izuku’s hair, rocking him back and forth. 
Izuku let his eyes slip closed. It was... kind of nice. He was still a little too 
stunned that Kacchan was even in his neighborhood to fully process how 
bizarre the sequence of events that followed were. 


It was so strange but so wonderful. So intimate. Almost romantic. 


Izuku’s eyes flew wide open as his heartbeat spiked. Why wait for 
tomorrow? Why not do it right now? Kacchan wouldn’t care about the 
symbolism of the festival! Even if this also wasn’t the sparring match that 
would be Kacchan’s ideal date, it was probably good enough! 


He opened his mouth, ready to pour out his feelings, just as a cold bucket of 
water poured over his head. 
Sputtering and spitting, Izuku blinked droplets out of his eyes while 


Kacchan shoved a towel in his face, 
vigorously ruffling his hair with it. 


“There. Now you'll reek slightly 
less.” 


When Izuku emerged, Kacchan was 
already striding out of the 
bathroom and down the hallway. 
Was... Was he leaving? Izuku 
fumbled over himself to get onto his 
feet and hurry after, discarding the 
towel on the way. “Kacchan!” 


Kacchan spared Izuku a baleful 
glance as he stepped into his shoes 
and reclaimed his mystery bag. 
“Leave this apartment before your 
time is up and you'll have me to 
answer to, Deku. Should tell your 
agency about your little escapade 
and get another week tacked on.” 


Izuku’s feet slowed. He gripped the 
edge of his kitchen counter, 
watching in silence as Kacchan 
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exited his apartment without flourish or fanfare, leaving before Izuku could 
give any confession or anything else at all. 


The tears that blurred his vision split the hallway light around the closing 
door, distorting his crush and his hopes into streaks, making it almost look 
like Kacchan’s elevator was going up instead of down for a brief moment 
before it winked out entirely. 


Kacchan didn’t understand, either. Izuku had to break the rules, he had to 
go to the festival. 


He was going. 
Right? 
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This is how the legend goes: two deities, too in love with each other to 
perform their godly duties, were condemned to live separated by a heavenly 
river - the Milky Way - and allowed only to meet once a year on the seventh 
day of the seventh month. 


If it rains on the seventh day of the seventh month, on Tanabata, it means 
the river has risen too high and the two lovers cannot meet. 


Izuku looked out on his quiet little street cast in shadow. The sky hung 
dark and heavy. 


It was going to rain. 


If there was a sign that Izuku had been looking for, that was it. He’d placed 
his eggs in that basket and it was about to float away on a rain-swollen tide. 


He pressed his cheek against the chilly glass. Well, he supposed it was for 
the best. All week long everyone had been telling him to take it easy, to just 
focus on recovery and not push himself. Going out in the rain while he was 
already teetering on the precipice of health wasn’t just foolish, it was likely 
to put him back in the hospital, or worse. 


Even Izuku had limits. 


So Izuku passed the day in quiet mourning, folding paper stars out of his 
Operation Wish-for-Kacchan notebook pages as a way to distract himself 
and still celebrate in spirit. Like Uraraka had said, there was always next 
year. Maybe Kacchan’s fireworks display would be so impressive that his 
agency would sign him up again and Izuku would get another shot. 


A whole year, though? 
Could Izuku wait that long? 
Would Izuku live that long? 


Curling up on his couch, Izuku smashed his face into the cushions to block 
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out the midday, dreary light coming in through his windows. He might as 
well nap, there certainly wasn’t anything else to do. 


He drifted in and out of consciousness, through dreams of night skies 
washed in ink, of lanterns with red flames and fireworks held in the palm of 
his hand. They warmed his face, growing hotter and hotter until he opened 
bleary lids to behold the late afternoon sun slanting through his window 
and searing the promise of a sunset into his skin. 


Izuku squinted at the light in confusion for a moment before bolting 
upright, looking at the clouds painted in gorgeous hues of rose and gold. 
The rain that had threatened earlier was nowhere to be seen, replaced by a 
bright and open vista that lit a flame behind Izuku’s ribs. 


It didn’t rain. 

The lovers would meet. 

This. This was the sign. 

Izuku was going to that darn festival!! 


He threw himself across his apartment with all the force his weakened limbs 
could muster, stripping out of his sleep-and-sweat-drenched clothes and 
leaving them in a scattered trail that documented his frenzy. He cranked the 
faucet to splash water and soap across his body. It wasn’t thorough, it 
wasn’t even on the level of the brisk shampoo treatment he’d received the 
day before, but it would have to be enough. Dusk was rapidly approaching 
and Izuku had somewhere to be. 


In his first stages of planning, Izuku had made sure his yukata was ready to 
go, and so now it was only a matter of slipping into it once he’d dried off. 
Just that little burst from couch to bathroom to closet had already been 
disproportionately taxing, but his brow furrowed with determination as he 
tied the garment behind his back. 


Izuku had a slip of paper to hang on the Tanabata bamboo and no one 
short of All For One was going to stop him from doing it. 


But when he pushed open the front doors of his apartment building, he 
updated that to include one other name: 


“Kacchan!?” 


It didn’t make any sense. Kacchan was supposed to be in Hiratsuka by now; 
he had his appearance scheduled for just after sundown. Yet here he was, 
dressed in his own stunning yukata. Why? Kacchan was really cutting it 
tight on time, stopping here! 


Was he... coming to pick Izuku up? 


“Not even a little surprised,” Kacchan muttered with a roll of his eyes, 
before swiftly moving to do just what Izuku had posited: he picked Izuku up 
and slung him over his shoulder. 
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“K-Kacchan!” Izuku gasped, his hands sliding over silk in an attempt to 
both stabilize himself and not damage the material. But Kacchan didn’t 
turn around to carry him off to the festival as Izuku had hoped; he marched 
right back into Izuku’s apartment building. 


Ah. 


Just like every other time he attempted to break out, Izuku was being 
carted back inside and told to stay put. Maybe he’d finally earned those 
quirk suppressants. 


With a heavy sigh, Izuku slumped over Kacchan’s back, dropping any 
attempt at resisting and let himself be carried up the stairs, up those three 
flights. Then he watched as the door to his floor passed by and sank down 
below his line of sight. 


Wait, what? 
Kacchan knew what floor Izuku lived on! 
“Wh— Kacchan, where are you—?” 


Kacchan continued to climb without a word, higher and higher until the 
final residential floor was behind them. Izuku squirmed in apprehension; he 
trusted Kacchan, but he suddenly couldn’t think of any good reason they 
skipped his floor. Was something wrong? Had Kacchan been possessed, 
impersonated, kidnapped? Was Izuku being kidnapped!? 


The door to the roof opened, and Izuku craned his neck back over his 
shoulder to see the answer to his myriad questions just over the curve of his 
rear end. 


His entire rooftop had been transformed: every available surface, every pipe 
and ladder and grate, had a colorful streamer attached to it that was gently 
waving in the evening breeze. At least a dozen lanterns dotted the higher 
structures, their light dim against the setting sun but with the promise of 
later behind paper skins. 


In the center of the roof stood a potted bamboo, all dressed up for a proper 
Tanabata celebration. 


“Kacchan,” Izuku whispered, blinking back tears as his mind tried to catch 
up. “What is this?” 


Gentle wasn’t a word that most would associate with Kacchan, but still he 
carefully lowered Izuku down to a chair piled high with cushions that was 
set up in front of the bamboo - instead of just chucking him to the ground. 
“What’s it look like, nerd? Tanabata. Ta-da.” 


Izuku was at an uncharacteristic loss for words as he watched Kacchan take 
his own seat next to him and cross his arms, still looking vaguely angry but 
clearly pleased with himself. 


Kacchan... did this? For Izuku? 
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“But why?” 


Maybe it was just the red of the sunset but Izuku could have sworn he saw 
Kacchan’s face flush. “Because a dumb idiot would have gotten himself 
killed to go to the real one,” Kacchan said with a huff, his nostrils flaring. 


Feeling his own shade of color rise on his cheeks, Izuku averted his eyes, 
choosing instead to watch the last of the day slip below the horizon over the 
edge of the rooftop. “Did Uraraka-san tell you?” 


“Aye ey 


Oh, Izuku had such good friends! “What about your commitment? Is your 
agency mad?” 


Kacchan shrugged, drawing Izuku’s gaze back to him. “Nah. Got it switched 
for next month.” His eyes suddenly turned hard as he leaned toward Izuku, 
shouting, “So quit yer moping and start celebrating already, you damn 
Deku!” 


The sleeve of his yukata muffled his laughter as Izuku nearly doubled over 
with mirth. It was so absurd, so ridiculous, so Kacchan and it warmed him 
from head to toe. 


“Hah?? What’s so funny?” 
“Y-you could have just told me you weren’t going,” Izuku wheezed. 
Kacchan blinked. “What.” 


Maybe it was the charm of the private rooftop festival, the lovers smiling 
down on him after all, or just Kacchan being there, but Izuku’s anxieties 
melted away and he spoke with confidence. “I didn’t want to see the festival, 
Kacchan. I wanted to see you.” 


A look of perplexion, fury and embarrassment washed across Kacchan’s 
features. “So I did all this shit for nothing?!” he barked, waving at the 
streamers and the lanterns, the latter now beginning to brighten against the 
darkening sky. 


“No!” Izuku said quickly, waving his sleeves defensively. “No, this is 
incredible! It’s... I really can’t believe you did all this, actually.” 


“Tech,” Kacchan clicked. “Thought I couldn’t?!” 


Izuku was unable to stop the grin that spread across his face. “Of course 
not. Kacchan’s amazing.” 


Kacchan leveled Izuku with a narrow glare. “Well, you wanted to see me. 
Here I am, Deku. What now?” 


His previous bravado all but deserted Izuku as he found himself under such 

direct attention, his heart pounding in his ears. This was it! The setting, the 
mood, the company were all perfect. He swallowed, steeling his nerves as he 
slipped out a small strip of paper from where he had hastily stashed it in 
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his sleeve. It shook in his hands as he held it forward, inhaling an unsteady 
breath. “I— I wanted to hang a wish on the ‘Tanabata branch, with you. For 
you.” 


Kacchan raised an eyebrow. “For me?” 
Izuku nodded. “For us. 'T-to be together.” 


The silence that hung between them must have lasted for a lifetime, because 
almost like the injury that put him on this path, Izuku watched his entire 
life flash before his eyes. He felt faint and he couldn’t breathe. Was it just 
the fatigue? Was he about to pass out? 


With a loud breath pushed out through his nose, Kacchan reached inside his 
own sleeve to pull out a string of neatly folded paper cranes in alternating 
colors of green, black, red and orange. “You know what this is?” 


Izuku licked his lips. “Orizuru,” he said quietly. 


Kacchan nodded. “For health and long life. Because someone doesn’t seem 
to care about that.” The look on his face was serious, his eyes blazing as he 
said, “I'll hang yours if you hang mine.” 


Looking down at the little paper birds, Izuku reached forward to run his 
fingertips across the chain. Each one was a delicate and perfect piece of 
origami that he just knew Kacchan had made himself. And just like 
everything else on that rooftop, it showed how much he was willing to do for 
Izuku. 


Was Izuku willing to do as much in return? 


He took the string of orizuru from Kacchan as he pushed up onto wobbly 
legs. It was only a few steps to the Tanabata bamboo, where he tied the 

lead string to the nearest branch. Kacchan was beside him in an instant, 

securing Izuku’s tanzaku right next to the cranes. 


The stars in the night sky were mirrored in Kacchan’s eyes as he leaned 
down to kiss Izuku on the lips. 


Izuku sighed into it, letting Kacchan support him around his waist and take 
his weight as Izuku’s knees gave out. Kacchan tasted like smoke and sugar 
but Izuku wouldn’t have cared if he’d just eaten a whole onion. Having 
waited and wanted for this for so long, it was no surprise that salt added to 
the flavor as Izuku’s tears leaked into the mix. 


“Crybaby,” Kacchan said, his voice low and rough, as they parted and he 
led Izuku back to his pillowed seat. “Crybaby idiot who needs to take better 
care of himself, or else I’l] kill him dead.” 


“That defeats the purpose, Kacchan.” 
“Shut up. Die.” 
“Again, that—” 
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Kacchan shut Izuku up himself with another press of his lips. 
Two weeks. 


It didn’t seem like much, like a very long stretch of time, but for the 
remainder of Izuku’s mandated rest, he spent every evening on his roof 
celebrating his own private Tanabata. Kacchan cooked a different festival 
food every night and it was always a little too spicy and also the best thing 
Izuku had ever eaten. 


Despite his determination, Izuku didn’t go to the festival, after all. It came 
to him. 


They watched the stars as the paper streamers and lanterns fluttered above, 
and every night was better than any year before. 


Their wishes swayed together, tied to bamboo, and Izuku was determined to 
honor the string of paper cranes so that next year, and every year 
thereafter, he could attend Tanabata proper, with the very person that 
folded them. 
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DID WE HAVE 
TO GO ALL THIS 
WAY FOR SOME 

STARS?! 


BUT THE 
STARS ARE 
AMAZING! & 


you wish for 


Huliganships 


The scientific definition of a star is this: a very large ball of burning gas in 
space that is usually seen from the earth as a point of light in the sky at 
night. 


Most people knew what a star was. Some thought their existence was 
humbling, since it reminded them how small and insignificant they were in 
the galaxy. Others thought stars were lonely, the leftovers of dead objects in 
space. And then there were the people who thought that maybe the stars 
could fulfill their wishes. 


They looked up at the sky and whispered their wishes up into the absolute 
confidence of the night. Sometimes they were wishes for material gain, 
sometimes for the health of people, sometimes for their affection. Most of 
those never came true and when they did they were counted towards hard 
work or a miracle. 


What no one knew was that the stars were actually listening. They weren’t 
giant balls of burning gas of course. They were more like gods, looking down 
onto the world and watching history play out. They had been there as long 
as they could think, but the oldest of them had memories of the first human 
settlements. So it was a good guess that they had been around for as long 
as humans had started whispering their wishes up into the night sky. 


Their powers were vast but came at a price. Every wish that was whispered 
reached one of them. They were surrounded by constant whispers of 
mortals, ranging from silly little hopes to earth-shaking changes. 


Some stars tried to fulfill some of these wishes. They used their powers to 
send opportunities towards the humans who had wished or changed the 
weather to something more favorable. Nothing life-changing or too big of 
course. Even though they were powerful, they weren’t interested in the 
destruction of the human race, which could easily be brought on by too 
much meddling. 


Some stars had mastered the ability to ignore the whispering voices and had 
turned their back on earth and humanity. But those were dying stars. 
Because the fulfillment of a wish wasn’t just for the mortal’s benefit. In 
using their powers the stars kept on shining, their inner light replenished by 
the happiness their actions had brought upon the world. 


Of course, the power wasn’t infinite, as was the number of wishes one could 
grant. Every mortal would be granted one wish in their entire lifetime. Due 
to that, most people didn’t believe in the power of the stars, most wishes 

were spoken by children and no one remembered them when they grew up. 
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Katsuki was one of the brightest stars around. His power was immense and 
his light reflected that. He had granted countless wishes in his time and he 
would continue to do so. He was determined to stay around for as long as 
the universe and to never lose his light. But sometimes he really wished he 
could ignore those voices too. 


“T swear to every other deity besides us, if he doesn’t stop with these 
ridiculous wishes I’m going to do something drastic.” 


“Ahhh,” Denki said with a grin. He was sitting together with Katsuki and 
Kijirou on a ledge overlooking the earth. “Is your favorite mortal at it 
again?” 


“He’s driving me crazy,” Katsuki pressed out from behind clenched teeth 
and rubbed at his temple. The excited whispering at the back of his head 
just wouldn’t stop. This boy couldn’t just simply utter his wish like a 
normal mortal, no; he always rambled endlessly and the chatter in Katsuki’s 
ears wouldn’t stop for minutes. And it was never something easy, something 
that maybe Katsuki could actually grant to get rid of this nuisance. 


No, it was always “I wish I was a dragon” or “I wish I had superpowers” or 
something equally as impossible that Katsuki could, in theory, grant him 
but would never do so. Centuries ago there had been stars foolish enough to 
actually turn humans into dragons and no one had heard the end of that 
since then. It had been a whole ass mess and Katsuki wasn’t keen on 
repeating that. But by the stars, some days he was tempted. So very 
tempted. 


“Just pick something small,” Denki said and waved his hand. “He’s just a 
toddler, some of his wishes have to be doable.” 


“If that were the case, don’t you think I would’ve already done it, Dunce 
Face?” Katsuki asked and the light around him flared together with his 
temper. 


“Just drop it Denki,” Eijirou said with a wince. From the look on his face, 
he knew what would happen if Denki continued to push Katsuki’s buttons 
but the other star was undeterred. 


“T bet you just like the constant attention,” Denki finished with a nod and 
gave Katsuki a sly grin. Instead of exploding, which was something that he 
tended to do when one of his friends was annoying him too much, he calmly 
closed his eyes and called upon his power. The air around them began 
humming and Denki looked around nervously. 


“Katsuki? What are you doing?” The humming intensified into a melody 
and Denki’s eyes widened in fear. “Katsuki, no! I was joking! I can’t do this 


|”? 


again, okay? Please, stop! 
But it was too late. 


Katsuki wasn’t sure why the other stars didn’t appreciate his taste in 
human music but it worked to his advantage. Whenever he felt like he 
needed some peace of mind he would use his powers to summon some of his 
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favorite songs into the air. It never took long before the other vacated the 
premises and left him to his own devices. And as an added bonus he got to 
listen to some good music. 


Shakira was just that good and her hips definitely didn’t lie, after all. 
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Over the next several years Deku, as Katsuki had started to call him, didn’t 
let up on his ridiculous wishes. Most mortals stopped wishing on stars so 
frequently when they started puberty and their attention was captured by 
other things. Or they would simply go cry to their friends, only occasionally 
wishing up at the stars fueled by hormone-driven despair. 


But even though Deku grew up, his wishing didn’t stop. And most of them 
were still outrageous and impossible. He hadn’t stopped wishing to be a 
dragon either, which would be kind of amusing if the whole situation wasn’t 
so damned frustrating for Katsuki. 


The newest headache wasn’t because of wishes about superpowers or 
mythological creatures though. Most of Deku’s wishes revolved around 
having some friends. The young teen was lonely with only his mother as a 
close confidant. Most of the other kids at school were ignoring him because 
they thought he was weird. Some were even starting to bully him. 


Katsuki wished there was something he could do to help Deku, for the boy’s 
well-being and for his own peace of mind, but the manipulation of other 
humans with a wish was the biggest taboo amongst the stars. You couldn’t 
just bend someone else’s mind to your will. ‘Those manipulations never 
lasted and even if they did they always ended in tragedy. Katsuki 
remembered vividly what had happened with the city of Troy. 


So Katsuki could do nothing but sit there and watch Deku be miserable on 
most nights. He preferred the nights where Deku was wishing for ridiculous 
things instead. At least then the boy was happy and not crying. Just 
because Katsuki was an ancient god didn’t mean he enjoyed it when mortals 
cried. 


Finally, Deku made some friends and his mood brightened. They weren’t 
the best of friends but now he at least had someone to talk to at school and 
wasn’t lonely all of the time. But that meant that his wishes for impossible 
things skyrocketed again and Katsuki was forced to play a lot of Shakira 
songs to try and ignore all of the chatter in his ears. 


Then everything went quiet for a while. Katsuki still got wishes from other 
mortals but Deku’s wishes were glaringly absent. He peered down at the 
world to try and find out what happened. And no, it wasn’t because he was 
worried, Shitty Hair; Katsuki just needed to make sure the silence was for 
good and that he never had to hear that annoying mumbling ever again. 


What he found made a frown appear on his face. Shortly after his high 
school graduation, his mother died. It had been sudden and without 
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warning and now Deku was alone. He still had his friends, but they didn’t 
check up on him as real friends or family would. There was nothing Katsuki 
could do, not even when Deku whispered up at the stars “J wish my mom 
was still alive... ”. 


It took some time for the young man to work through his grief but he tried 
his best. And when the day came that the first whispers of “J still wish I 
could be a dragon...” reached Katsuki’s ear the star god couldn’t help but 
smile a bit. 


His good mood didn’t last for too long though. Because once the ridiculous 
wishes started up again, they were as relentless as they had been before. 


And then came the point where Katsuki simply couldn’t take it anymore. 


The festival of Tanabata was approaching and the whispered wishes of the 
mortals became more and more. Around this time of year, it didn’t matter 
if the wishes were spoken or written down, they were transported into the 
heavens and the waiting ears of the stars. 


Even though it was a stressful time, the stars were also at their most 
powerful. More wishes got fulfilled and the gods shone brighter than ever up 
in their celestial homes. And Katsuki decided this was the perfect 
opportunity he needed to put himself and that mumbling idiot Deku out of 
their respective misery. 


“You're crazy,” Ejijirou said when he told his friends about his plan. Next to 
him, Denki was practically vibrating in his excitement. 


“Can I come?” 


“No,” Katsuki said bluntly, his arms crossed in front of his chest. “I’m going 
to have my hands full dealing with one idiot, I don’t need another one 
breathing down my neck.” 


“Sometimes you’re really mean,” Denki pouted. 


Katsuki didn’t think that was worthy of a response and closed his eyes. The 
whispering voice of Deku was like a beacon that made it easy to follow it 
down to earth. He felt his form dissolve and his essence started to flow down 
towards earth, first slowly then faster and faster until he was almost in a 
free fall. He knew the humans that would be able to see his falling form 
would attribute it to a meteorite and start making even more wishes. But 
that was a problem for the others. 


Katsuki was only fulfilling one wish tonight. 


In his dust-like form, he couldn’t see, but he could feel when he had arrived 
at his destination. Izuku’s essence was tethered to his own through the wish 
connection. He willed himself into a corporeal form again and opened his 
eyes. 


It seemed he was standing in a human bedroom. The walls were plastered 
with posters and shelves, filled with all kinds of merchandise. All of it 
seemed to belong to the same character. Under normal circumstances 
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Katsuki would’ve feigned ignorance but his moronic friends weren’t nearby. 
So he allowed himself a moment to admire the impressive collection of All 
Might merch. 


Next to Shakira, the fictional hero figure of All Might was the best thing 
the humans had created in a long time and Katsuki followed his adventures 
from his palace in the sky. Seeing the collection Deku had collected over the 
years lifted Katuski’s sour mood slightly. But not enough to save him from 
the epic lecture that Katsuki was going to give him. 


His eyes continued to wander through the room until they landed on a 
figure sitting on a comfortable cushion underneath the window. The window 
was open and the person was leaning out of it, their eyes fixed up at the 
sky. Katsuki could hear a low whispering coming from them. 


In his mind, he could hear the corresponding words: “I wish I was a 
dragon.” 


That was the last straw. 
“Qi,” Katsuki said, his usual scowl in place. 


With a yelp, the person in front of him, Deku, turned around, his arms 
flailing about. Big, green eyes focused on Katsuki and for a second he 
marveled at their color. He had never seen a green quite like this and he had 
been around for quite a while. 


When Deku realized that there actually was someone else in his room, he 
screamed again and jumped to his feet. He grabbed for the next closest 
object near him, which turned out to be an All Might themed bedside lamp, 
and brandished it at Katsuki. 


“Who are you?! How did you get in here?!” 


Katsuki didn’t even glance at the lamp, his eyes still focused on Deku, scowl 
in place. 


“Put that thing away, Deku. I’ve come to get your head on straight.” 


“What did you call me?” The human looked confused and scared, still 
eripping tightly to his make-shift weapon. 
“Deku, because you’re useless. Wishing to be a dragon? How old are you?” 


“What...? How did you-?” The confusion on Deku’s face grew more and 
more and the lamp in his hands was slowly lowered. 


“Whenever you wish for something, I’m the one who gets to hear it,” 
Katsuki sighed. “And I tried, okay? I used up all of my damn patience but I 
can’t deal with this anymore.” 


“You heard all of my wishes?” 


“Yes, don’t make me repeat myself. Here’s what you’re going to do: You 
pick something reasonable to wish for. Like a job opportunity or for some 
money. I’m going to fulfill that and then I never have to listen to this ever 
again and we’re both happy.” 
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“You'll fulfill it...?” The lamp was lowered even further. 


“Obviously,” Katsuki said while rolling his eyes. “So hurry up and pick 
something reasonable. No shitty dragons, no bringing people back from the 
dead, no manipulation of other people etcetera.” 


On hearing that Deku winced and Katsuki felt bad. After all, the death of 
his mother hadn’t been that long ago. He took a deep breath and relaxed 
his shoulders to look less intimidating. 


“Look, ’'m not here to make you miserable. The opposite actually. | am a 
being that has fulfilled humanity’s wishes since the beginning and I want to 
keep doing it. You’ve been wishing at the stars and by proxy me for most of 
your life and I want to help you. So just pick something that would make 
you happy.” 


“T still don’t understand... How did you get in here? How do you know me? 
Why are you going to fulfill my wish? And what are you?” 
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“Stop asking a thousand questions and just wish for something already! 
Katsuki groaned but it seemed Deku wouldn’t be deterred. 


“You said ‘since the beginning’. The beginning of what? Time? Humans? 
Have you been alive for thousands of years? Are you the only one or are 
there more of you? And just how much do you hear when I wish for 
something? Is it just while wishing? Or are you listening to everything I say 
all the time?” 


Katsuki couldn’t take it anymore. He took a step forward and pressed one 
of his hands against Deku’s mouth to try and shut him up. He lifted his 
other hands and let a shower of sparks rain down from it. Deku’s eyes 
widened and he stilled under Katsuki’s hand. 


“Stop it with your stupid mumbling. I’m not answering all of that. You just 
need to know that when people make a wish, at Tanabata or when they 
wish upon a star or pray to the gods it gets delivered to one of us. We’re 
gods or stars or whatever you want to call us. And sometimes we grant your 
wishes.” He leaned closer to Deku’s face. “So, wish for something so that I 
can go back home.” 


He lowered his hand and made an impatient gesture at Deku. 


“Tm still not sure what all of this is about,” Deku said, his cheeks stained 
by a blush. So close Katsuki could see a smattering of freckles all over his 
rosy cheeks. “But you want me to wish for something, so here goes. I wish 
that you’ll spend the festival with me.” 


What. 


“What,” Katsuki demanded in a deadpan tone. He surely must’ve misheard. 
But at the same time, Deku’s voice echoed in his mind and he felt the 
familiar pull on his magic. 


“You can’t be serious. That’s your wish?” 
“T’m sorry!” Deku hurried to say and covered his face with his hands. “It 
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was a dumb idea! [ll think of something else!” 


Katsuki carefully watched the human before him. He remembered all the 
times that Deku wished for friendship or for someone by his side. He 
remembered how his mother wasn’t there anymore. And it wasn’t as if 
Katsuki couldn’t fulfill his wish. He closed his eyes and focused on the warm 
pull inside of him. 


“Alright then, nerd,” he said and took a step back. Deku looked up at him 
in surprise. 


“’m going to spend the festival with you. But you better show me a good 
time or I’m going to be pissed.” 


The smile that lit up Deku’s face caused a swooping sensation in Katsuki’s 
stomach and suddenly this whole ordeal didn’t seem to be as bad as it had 
been just a few minutes ago. 


It was hard to convince Deku to go to sleep and that, yes, Katsuki would 
still be here in the morning. After barely six hours of sleep Deku was 
already up again and ran around his kitchen like a chicken with his head 
chopped off. Even after Katsuki had explained to him that he didn’t need to 
feed him, Deku had insisted. 


“T want to make sure you have a great time! That includes breakfast, 
Kacchan!” 


Katsuki had been so thrown by the smile directed his way that he hadn’t 
thought of protesting the nickname. Now he sat at the small table in the 
living room and watched through the doorway how Deku prepared a 
traditional breakfast for two. He had never seen any of that up-close so he 
was intrigued. 


Even more so when Deku turned on the radio and Katsuki could hear the 
opening notes of “Hips don’t lie” drifting through the open doorway. 


Huh. It seemed the nerd didn’t just have good taste when it came to 
superheroes. Katsuki closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair, listening 
to the music and Deku’s cluttering in the kitchen. When he opened them 
again he almost choked. 


Deku was still preparing breakfast but now he was dancing while doing it. It 
wasn’t a whole dance and looked more subconscious than anything else but 
the way he swung around his hips and shook his ass to the beat was... 
distracting, to say the least. 


Katsuki couldn’t have averted his eyes, even if he wanted to. And he very 
much didn’t want to. He did manage to look away eventually but only 
because Deku was getting ready to bring out the food and Katsuki didn’t 
want to embarrass him. 


The food was actually really good and Katsuki found himself impressed. 
And even though he loathed idle small talk, Deku's constant stream of 
comments and small stories were entertaining and Katsuki enjoyed it way 
more than he thought he would. Turns out when someone is actually talking 
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to you, instead of randomly muttering up at the stars it was much easier to 
listen and to pay attention. 


After they were done with their breakfast Deku hurried to put on his 
Yukata. He shyly offered one of his plain ones to Katsuki so he wouldn’t 
“stand out in his fancy clothes”. Katsuki had simply raised an eyebrow and 
with a flick of his wrist, his outfit changed to match Deku’s. That had led to 
an excited gasp and another ten minutes of delay where Deku was asking 
him question after question about his powers and his limitations. 


They finally left the house to walk towards the fairgrounds. They could’ve 
taken the train, but according to Deku the fairgrounds weren't far from his 
house, and this way he could show Katsuki around a bit more. 


The star god refrained from pointing out that he had seen all of this already 
from his perch up in the sky. Deku had wished for this day after all and he 
didn’t need to ruin it straight from the beginning. And he did have to 
admit, seeing it up close and personal was different from his usual 
perspective. Even the simple walk was far more enjoyable than he would’ve 
thought. 


Even though it was still fairly early in the day the festival grounds were 
already bustling with people, both young and old. The streets were 
decorated with colorful streamers, painted with vivid pictures and 
entrancing patterns. The air was filled with laughter and the smells of 
different foods, sizzling away over the fire. 


While they walked Deku pointed out all kinds of things to him. He talked to 
him about his neighbors who were visiting the festival with their young 
granddaughter, he told him which foods were the best and which ones they 
needed to try out. He roped Katsuki in playing a few of the games and 
laughed when Katsuki started to get competitive. 


The prize had been an All Might figurine and even though Katsuki wasn’t 
sure if he would be able to take the thing with him when he went home he 
wanted it. 


Around the afternoon the two of them walked a bit away from the 
fairgrounds and took a seat under a big tree in a small park. Deku had 
bought them an assortment of snacks and the two of them enjoyed their 
treats in the warm sun. Katsuki wasn’t sure why but he started to tell Deku 
things. About what it was like to live up in his heavenly palace together 
with his friends. About what he had seen in the past centuries and about 
some of the myths of the world and what had actually happened. 


Deku was a fantastic listener. He gave Katsuki all of his attention and 
didn’t interrupt him. He asked intelligent questions and made Katsuki smile 
with some of his observations and comments. They almost didn’t notice how 
fast time flew by them. But in the end they wandered back to the festival 
since Deku still had one last stop to make. 


He pulled a few tanzaku out of his pockets and chose bamboo shoots to tie 
them to. Katsuki stood next to him and watched him do it. He had 
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explained to Deku that tying a wish at Tanabata was like wishing at a star. 
The gods would be able to hear the wishes and could grant them, if they 
were reasonable. 


In his mind he had already heard countless whispers today but he had 
ignored them in favor of focusing on Deku. Now though he listened. He 
wanted to know what Deku wished for. 


Deku tied a blue paper to the shoot. 

Being healthy in the new year. 

A green one. 

Happiness for me and my friends. 

A yellow one. 

Opportunities for new All Might merch. 

And lastly a red one. 

At that Katsuki let out a loud groan. 

“Seriously?” 

Deku grinned at him, the look on his face unrepentant. 


“What?” he asked, fake innocence oozing from him. “Dragons are amazing, 


Kacchan!” 


They stood near the river's edge and watched with countless others as the 
bamboo shoots and the tanzaku were released into the river and drifted 
away. Around them darkness had fallen and lanterns had been lit. High 
above them the stars shone brightly in the sky and Katsuki knew his friends 
were celebrating the holiday too. 


But the fact that it was already this late meant that Tanabata was almost 
over and with it his time on earth - and with Deku. 


At the beginning of this he had been sure this day couldn’t be over faster. 
Now he was wishing it could last forever. His mind briefly flashed towards 
Orihime and Hikoboshi. Had they felt like that’? Was this what it was like 
not wanting to be parted from someone? 


“The day is almost over,” Deku said and Katsuki’s heart hurt at seeing the 
sad look on the other’s face. “Guess my wish is fulfilled now, huh?” 


T would fulfill a thousand more wishes if it meant I could stay here with 
you.’ 


But he didn’t say that. He knew there was no way he could stay on earth. 
He was a god and there was no way to stay with a mortal. 


Except... 


x71 


“You always wish that you could be a dragon,” Katsuki said and looked into 
Deku’s eyes. Once again he was struck by how green they were and how he 
had never seen that particular shade of green anywhere in his long life. 


“Yeah,” Deku gave him a wry grin. “But you said that’s impossible.” 


“Tt is,” Katsuki agreed. His hands felt clammy and his heart was racing. 
“What if I did you one better though?” 


“What would be better than being a dragon?” 
“Be a star.” 


For a few seconds there was nothing but silence, only interrupted by the 
crickets around them and the festival noises that drifted over to them. 


“You mean... be like you?” 


“Not quite. ‘To be like me and get to hear people’s wishes takes a long while. 
But, shit, yeah, that’s what I mean.” 


Deku still wasn’t saying anything and Katsuki could feel the time running 
out. At midnight he wouldn’t be able to hold this form anymore and would 
be whisked away back towards his home. He needed to convince Deku before 
that happened and he lost his chance. 


“You can see everything from up there! Not just Japan, you can see the 
whole fucking world! You’ll never miss an episode of All Might ever again! 
You can even watch those shitty friends of yours if you have to, even if they 
don’t deserve you! You would never die and you could continue to learn and 
to see everything for yourself.” 


In his rant, Katsuki hadn’t noticed Deku stepping closer but he was cut off 
by a gentle hand on his cheek. 


“And I could be with you forever?” Deku’s eyes were shining with tears but 
there was a blinding smile on his face and Katsuki could feel his heart skip 
a beat. 


“Yes,” he said and even though he desperately wanted to say more, he 
couldn’t. He couldn’t do anything but look into Deku’s eyes and hope the 
other understood what he was trying to say. He raised his hand and placed 
it on top of Deku’s. 


“When do we leave?” Deku asked and Katsuki grinned. He thought he knew 
what winning felt like but the feeling that was coursing through his veins 
right now made everything else pale in comparison. 


He leaned his forehead against Deku’s and placed his other hand on Deku’s 
cheek. 


“Right now.” 


He leaned in and pressed his lips to Deku’s in a gentle kiss and closed his 
eyes. And then the two of them started to glow in a gentle golden light 
before dissolving into sparkling stardust that was whisked away into the sky. 
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Midoriya Izuku disappeared that day. Some people searched for him but 
since he had always been kind of a loner and his mother had recently passed 
away the search wasn’t very long or intense. Not long after he was forgotten 
by almost everyone and life continued on. 


Much more exciting was the discovery of a new star though. It wasn’t 
unheard of to find new stars with the ever-improving quality of telescopes 
but it was unusual that they were so bright. Some even claimed the glow 
wasn’t as cold as that of the other stars. Looking at it almost made them 
feel happy and content. 


What a strange feeling, indeed. 


Even centuries later Katsuki looked back on that day with fondness. Not 
only had he managed to silence the most annoying whisper he had ever 
endured in his entire life, he had also gained a partner for eternity. Someone 
who would listen to him and someone who would make sure that Katsuki 
would never feel lonely again. 


That day when he had met Deku was a complete victory to Katsuki. 


Especially because he had been able to take the All Might figurine he had 
won after all. 
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The bamboo leaves rustle and sway around me 
The stars twinkle like gold and silver grains of sand 
Somewhere out here my love is walking 
The stars twinkle 
Watching from above 


Izuku sings quietly to himself as he wanders through the trees, enjoying the 

cool night air and the distant light of the lanterns on the river. Tonight is 

Hoshi Matsuri, the Festival of Stars. Said to be the most romantic night 

throughout all the heavens, the stories that surround it are full of soulmates 

a eg Even Queen Mitsuki found her consort, King Masaru, at the Star 
estival. 


He’s not here for love, though. Well, okay, he is a little. It’s complicated. He’s 
always admired Katsuki, the only child of the Heavenly Monarchs, and 
tonight he’s hoping to catch a glimpse of him. But even though the king and 
queen have decreed that the prince is to find a match tonight, he knows it 
won’t be him. Izuku is only a comet, a streak of light across the night sky 
every once in a while, but Katsuki... Katsuki is a sun, burning hot and alive, 
a warrior, a leader. He is everything Izuku is not. Still, if this comet can see 
him just once, even from a distance, it will be enough. 


A cough tickles his throat, and he pauses to cough up a stone and chuck it 
over his shoulder before continuing on. So maybe “just a glimpse” is a lie. 
Maybe he wishes for more. Maybe he wishes he could be the prince’s match— 
the dot to his ‘i’s or the cross to his ’t’s, so to speak. Maybe he wishes this 
disease, this strange sickness that takes his love and turns it into polished 
stones like a grain of sand inside an oyster, could have some kind of meaning, 
some purpose, some happy ending. 


Maybe he should just learn to be happy with what he has. 


eee Izuku steps closer to the river, just a bit, and watches happy couples 

walk by. Many of them hold hands, sometimes stopping beneath the blessed 

light of a lantern to embrace. He looks away from those, giving them their 
rivacy. Occasionally he sees a lone person meandering along, hoping to find 

tae and his heart clenches in commiseration. He too wants love. He too 

a someone to hold him. His heart just wants a very specific someone to 
old him. 


Coughing again, he shakes his head and turns away from the lovely river to 
inue bh 


continue his path through the tall stalks. He’ll be satisfied with a glimpse of 
the prince — he'll have to be. 
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Unbeknownst to Izuku, Katsuki has found his stones. At first he doesn’t think 
much of them — so there are some glowing stones on the forest floor... so 
what? He’s seen stranger things — but then the stones begin rolling forward 
away from him, Be in brilliance until they sparkle like starlight, and 
Katsuki is intrigued. Where are they going? Following will at least give him 
something to do besides avoid the rabid girls he’s been playing a round of 
involuntary hide and seek with. 


The stones lead him along the river, though never too close. It’s like they 
want to stay just out of ier of the couples and hopeful lovers who wander 
its banks, which is fine by him. Then he hears the singing, a light tenor voice 
carried on the night air. The words of the song are sweet and maybe a little 
sad, and he finds himself charmed, curious. Who do ey sing for? Or maybe 
they’re another hopeful, though the way they hide would suggest otherwise. 
The singing stops, and he hears coughing for a moment, and then the gentle 
melody continues on. All the while, these little glowing stones roll forward. 


At last, Katsuki can see something ahead of him. Through the bamboo stalks 
there is a shining figure with a river of gleaming stars trailing behind. They 
are ethereal pactivel eraceful like the gentle breeze that rustles the leaves, 
and he is enchanted. ‘hen the figure stops and bends over to cough, cough, 
oe and he can’t help the worry that pushes him forward to the stranger’s 
side. 


“Are you sick?” he asks, and Izuku (for that is who he has found) looks up, 
intending to answer with something ridiculous like: 


“Only if love is an illness.” But before him stands the man of his dreams, and 
he cannot speak. 


For his part, Katsuki is caught by the green, green eyes that look up at him, 
wide and gleaming in the starlight. “Who are you?” he breathes. 


“No one,” Izuku answers, dropping his eyes, for that is the truth of it. He is 
a lonely comet next to this radiant star, and he knows his place. 


Katsuki isn’t having it. With a hand under his chin, he lifts Izuku’s face. 
“Your name,” he demands, but softly. 


“T-Izuku, my prince.” 


Katsuki frowns. He doesn’t like that, has always hated being addressed by his 
title as if he were an object. “Call me Katsuki.” 


Izuku blushes at the familiarity of it. “I could not presume to—” 


“It’s not presumptuous if I request it,” Katsuki says. “But you haven’t 
answered. Are you ill?” 


“I... it’s nothing, really. Just a small thing.” Izuku coughs into his hand, 
expelling another stone. It is small, but it burns like a firebrand, and he drops 
it with a yelp. 


Katsuki looks down to see it lying innocently on the ground between them. 
He bends and picks it up, despite Izuku telling him not to, that it’s gross, that 
it’ll burn him. “These come from you?” he asks. 


Izuku is embarrassed, but he answers in the affirmative. 


“What are they?” Katsuki wants to know. 
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“Oh, um... they’re— they’re a manifestation of— of my feelings?” 


“I have seen such things before, but never with such... brilliance and pa 
The stone wiggles a little in his palm, and Katsuki releases it, watching in 
fascination as it joins with the others. Then he looks back at Izuku. “You 
must be a rare soul indeed.” 


“T-I wouldn’t say that, my— umm, Katsuki?” he squeaks out when Katsuki 
frowns at him. “They just... they keep coming, falling out of my mouth each 
time I cough and making a mess everywhere I go. Some days, I wish they 
would stop.’ 


“Your feelings?” 


Izuku looks horrified at the very thought. “No! No, I would not give those up 
for anything,” he says softly, looking at the eround without seeing it. 


“You must love them very much,” Katsuki says, just as softly. 
Izuku smiles to himself. “I do.” 


ee are they?” Katsuki asks. “They must be an idiot to be blind to your 
eauty.” 


Izuku stutters and stammers. “Th-they’re not an idiot!” he finally exclaims. 
“But we can never be together, for he is... he is amazing and incredible, and 
so far beyond me, while I am just... plain, old me.” 


“T cannot see a single thing about you that is plain,” Katsuki says simply. 


ee cheeks turn pink in pleased embarrassment. “But I’m nothing! Just a 
rock.” 


“Just a rock.” Katsuki raises an eyebrow. 

Izuku nods. 

“Just a rock.” His other eyebrow goes up. 

Izuku nods again. 

“Izuku, have you ever once looked behind you?” 


“T... no? I never look back. I believe in committing to a path and moving 
forward.” 


“Do me a favor,” Katsuki says, “and look behind you, just this once.” 


Izuku looks up into the red, red eyes of the person he loves and nods a third 
time. With a breath to quell the nerves in his stomach, he turns... and 
promptly loses his breath. 


“What... what is it?” he whispers, staring at the veritable river behind him. 
“How did this happen?” 


“These are the stones you create,” Katsuki answers, and Izuku looks at him 
disbelievingly. “They are! I’ve been following your trail. They glow gently on 
the ground for a while, then they start rolling forward until they join with the 
rest. 


“But those look nothing like what I cough up!” 
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“There are tales of such a thing happening,” Katsuki answers. “It is said that 
only those with the purest of hearts will create something so magnificent. In 
all my travels, I have never seen something so beautiful or glorious.” 


Izuku blushes at the praise. “Th-thank you,” he murmurs. 


Taking one of Izuku’s hands in his, Katsuki says, “I do not know who has 
earned your love, but would you consider letting me court you?” 


Izuku almost faints. Katsuki, the prince he has loved for a millenia, is 
interested in him? Wants to court him?! 
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“T 8 you love someone already, but will you give me a chance to prove my 
worth?” 


“T-I... I don’t believe this,” Izuku says. He feels like he’s in shock. 
“IT know. Now I’m the one daring to be presumptuous.” 


“No, no! It’s not that!” Izuku fiddles with his fingers. “It’s just that... well...” 
He takes a big breath, as much as he can hold, then lets it all out. “I kind of 
maybe already love you?” He buries his face in his hands, and, by extension, 
one of Katsuki’s. 


“You... me?” 
Without looking up, Izuku nods. 
“But... why?” 


This time Izuku does look up. “What’s not to llove?” he asks, stuttering a 
little over the word. “You’re amazing a-and brave and honest and fierce and 
handsome and loyal and—” 


“T get it, I get it,” Katsuki says, holding up a hand to stop the barrage of 
praise. “But I’m also a selfish asshole. I’m impatient and temperamental and 
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“You're not!” Izuku bursts out. “Well, maybe a little,” he concedes. 
“Sometimes...” 


“A lot of the time.” 


Izuku bites his lip as he looks at him, then he chuckles. “Okay, yes, a lot of 
the time. But you look very good doing it.” 


Katsuki snorts. “I guess I’ve got that going for me.” 


Izuku’s grin fades into a softer smile. “I really don’t think you give yourself 
enough credit,” he says. “I’ve watched you for a long time—” 


“Oh, have you now?” 


He flushes but otherwise ignores the interruption. “—and I see how brash you 
are, but I also see how much you really care. Even when you shout at others, 
you’re making sure they’re safe. And I know you brush it off, but you clearly 
value your close fences with Lord Enji’s son.” 


“He’s an asshole too,” Katsuki mutters, and it’s Izuku’s turn to snort. 
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“Perhaps, from a certain point of view. But my point is that you’re a good 
person. I wouldn’t care so deeply were that not true.” 


Katsuki looks away, beyond him, into the shadows that play amongst the 
bamboo trunks, courtesy of the river of stars. “I want to tell you you’re an 
idiot for believing all that about me. I’m not... all that.” He waves a hand 
around to encompass Izuku’s intangible praise. “But, at the same time, I want 
you to keep believing it. I think I’d like to be the person that you see.” 


“We are always our own worst critics,” Izuku murmurs, stepping forward. 
“Just as you've shown me who I am, perhaps I can show you who you are.” 


Katsuki’s hands come up to cup his cheeks. “Yeah?” he breathes. 
“Yeah.” Izuku turns into the warmth of his hands. 


“Then... may I— is it too soon to ask for a kiss?” Izuku’s eyes prow wide, and 
Katsuki feels his cheeks heat in embarrassment. “It is, isn’t it?” 
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Izuku places his hands over Katsuki’s. “You’re surprisingly cute,” he says, and 
he giggles when Katsuki’s blush deepens. Looking up artlessly, he says, “I 
would very much like a kiss.” 


Katsuki leans in, and when their lips meet he swears he tastes starlight. 


mae 


Mitsuki fidgets impatiently outside the grove, squirming indecorously on her 
temporary throne. “Where is he?” she mutters. “He was so sure he wouldn’t 
find someone, so why is he taking so long?” 


“Patience, my love,” Masaru counsels. 


“It’s almost dawn! What if something happened? What if he’s hurt? What if 
he ran away?” 


“Give him some credit, Mitsuki. When have you ever known Katsuki to—” 


He’s cut off by his wife gripping his arm hard enough to hurt. “Look,” she 
hisses, eyes on the trees. “Look! 


Masaru looks. “Is that...” 


“Inko’s child!” Mitsuki says gleefully, shaking her husband’s arm. “How long 
has it been? I can’t wait to see her for the wedding!” But as they emerge fully 
from the trees, hands clasped tight and happiness lighting their features, her 
joy turns to sorrow. “Oh no...” 


“Mitsuki...” 


“That idiot,” she says, but it is not harsh and condemning, only sad. “What 
is he thinking?” 


Masaru’s hand rests atop hers, soothing her grip until he can tangle their 
fingers together. “He’s in love,” he says quietly. 


“Yes, but that boy...” 


“It will work out,” he says. “You'll see.” 
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The other boy is clearly shy, and Katsuki urges him forward with quiet words 
and gentle tugs. His parents have never seen him treat someone so carefully, 
and for all her sorrow Mitsuki is happy to see it. At last they stand before the 
Heavenly Monarchs, and Izuku bows deeply. 


“Mom, Pop,” their son starts, ignoring the yank on his hand and the horrified, 
hissed “Katsuki!” from the other, “this is Izuku. I don’t know if I love him 
yet, but I want to try. We’d like to ask your blessing.” 


He gives Izuku such a soft, sweet look that even Masaru wants to roll his eyes 
at how clearly in love he already is. Mitsuki, however, draws herself upright 
and speaks sternly. 


“Do you know the truth of what you ask?” she begins. A part of Masaru 
wants her to stop, wants to let them have this sweet happiness for a moment 
more, but his queen is right: they need to know the facts. 


Izuku straightens. “I know I am not worthy of your son, but— but I love him 
very much. I have for a long time.” 


“Yes, your stars are proof of that,” Mitsuki agrees. “It pleases us to see such 
a pure love for our blessed son,” she continues, and her grip on her husband’s 
hand tightens. “However, the two of you can never be together.” 


“What?!” Katsuki exclaims. “You told me to go out there tonight and find 
someone to love! How can you turn around now and take it away?” 


“Katsuki, son.” Masaru steps in before his wife and son can embark upon 
es of their infamous disagreements. “That’s not what we’re trying to 
On 


“Then what?” Katsuki snaps, and his grip on Izuku’s hand is white-knuckled 
and trembling. 


Mitsuki sighs. “Izuku has grown into such a fine young man—I’m sure Inko 
must be very proud—” Izuku startles at the mention of his mother, but the 
queen continues. “The problem is... well, those.” She gestures at the stars that 
trail in Izuku’s wake. 


Katsuki frowns harder. “How are those a problem?” he demands to know. 
“'They’re beautiful!” 


“They are,” Masaru agrees, “but they are also problematic. Izuku can never 
remain in one place for too long, or the resultant heat will set the heavens 
ablaze. And that many stars would do a great deal of damage.” 


Izuku pales. “H-how much?” he whispers. 


“Do you remember the Seven Sisters?” Mitsuki asks. Izuku swallows hard and 
nods. “It would be exponentially greater than that.” 


He sways and falls to his knees. Katsuki kneels at his side, Fea him close. 
“Then [ll go with him,” he says, and Izuku looks up hopefully. Masaru hates 
that they have to do this. 


“T’m sorry,” he says softly. “It is past time for Katsuki to settle down and 
learn to rule. Part of the reason we wanted him to find a partner was to ease 
the transition from his current lifestyle to a new one.” 


“T don’t want it!” Katsuki spits. “Find someone else!” 
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“Brat! There is no one else!” Mitsuki shouts back, just as frustrated as her 
son. 


“They're right,” Izuku says quietly. “A-about the heat and— and everythin 

else.” Katsuki shakes his head in denial and buries his face in soft waves o 

as Izuku runs fingers through his hair. “You are a good person, Katsuki. 
wouldn’t feel safe with anyone else on the throne. Ah! Barring the current 
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Heavenly Monarchs, of course 
Mitsuki waves his apologies aside. “I’m sorry, Katsuki.” 


Katsuki’s voice is ee when he speaks, eyes wet with tears when he looks 
up at his parents. “Please. ‘There must be something we can do. I’ve only 
known Izuku for a few hours, but he fills a missing part of me. There can be 
no one else, not for me. Please.” 


Masaru’s heart breaks for his son, but there is nothing to be done. He opens 
his mouth, crushing words on the tip of his tongue, but Mitsuki grips his arm 
with her other hand. “Wait,” she murmurs, pulling him away to speak 
privately. 


Izuku cannot help the hope that rises within, but he cautions himself against 
i. The Oey that his love will be the reason they cannot be together is not 
ost on him. 


“m sorry,” he murmurs. 


“Tm not,” Katsuki says, holding him closer. He drops a gentle kiss on Izuku’s 
temple. “If there’s anyone who can find a way out of this, it’s my mother.” 


At length, Masaru and Mitsuki turn back to them. “There is little we can do,” 
Masaru begins. 


“But we shall do what we can,” Mitsuki continues. “Izuku, you must travel.” 


“And Katsuki, you must stay.” Katsuki’s mouth drops open to protest, but 
Masaru doesn’t give him the chance. “We have decided.” His voice is firm, the 
way it is when he must be King, or when Katsuki tried to stay up late when 
he was young. “However, not all hope is lost.” 


“Indeed,” the queen murmurs. “One night a year, the two of you may be 
together. On the night of Hoshi Matsuri, the Festival of Stars, ae may meet 
and join together. We will provide you with charms to cool the stars for a 
night, but they will not last past the morning’s light.” 


“One night is hardly—” 


“Hush, brat.” Mitsuki’s voice is fond but sad. This is not the outcome she 
envisioned, not for any of them. “We’re not finished.” She turns once more to 
Izuku, who straightens. 


“Izuku, son of my dear friend, Inko: Your heart and your love are as pure as 
the starlight that falls upon Our visage. We decree that you shall travel the 
skies every other night of the year, finding places for each star you carry with 
you. Only when each star has found a home will you be free to return to my 
son’s sider Her eyes soften. “Try not to create too many more in the 
meantime,” she finishes. 


Izuku slumps against Katsuki. The outcome is better than he could have 
hoped, despite how much he wishes he could just cast aside the stars and be 
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done with it. But he made this mess, and he’ll take responsibility for it, and 
when it is done... His eyes lift to meet Katsuki’s, watching him with quiet 
worry. He cups a pale cheek. When it is done he will have his prince to return 
to, and he will remain forever by his side. 


1) 


“Let’s give them a moment,” Masaru murmurs to his wife, but Izuku hardly 
hears him, hardly notices when the Heavenly Monarchs step down and away. 


“Are you okay?” Katsuki asks, turning to drop a kiss on his palm. 


“Yes, I... it gives me hope. With you waiting for me, I could conquer the Outer 
Reaches.” 


“Big words.” ‘They laugh softly together. “Even if we can’t see each other, will 
you... will you stay in touch? Write to me or something.” It’s said gruffly, 
maybe a little uncertainly, but that makes it all the sweeter. 


“Of course! And you’d better answer!” 
“ Always.” 


Dawn’s light peeks at them from beyond the bamboo grove as Izuku and 
Katsuki meet in a soft kiss. It may be the last for a while, but it is certainly 
only one of many, and Izuku promises to always cherish the memory. 


Katsuki stands and pulls him to his feet. “Where will you go first?” he asks. 


“T’m not sure. There’s so much space out there, oe waiting for something to 
fill it. Sometimes I feel a tugging at my soul. | always thought it was just 
whimsical thinking, but sae there was something within me trying to tell 
me something. Maybe I'll listen a little closer and find out.” Izuku smiles up 
at him, then stops and coughs into his hand. A small stone falls into his palm 
and pulses a fiery red. He looks at it for a moment, staring into the red, red 

low, then up at the person he loves and admires above all others. It almost 

ums against his skin. “Here,” he says, holding it out. “I think this one is for 
you.” 


Katsuki lets him drop the tiny stone into his hands, holding it like the rarest 
of treasures. It flares at his touch, and he thinks he feels something whisper 
at the back of his mind, something cool and comforting. “I’ll take good care 
of it,” he promises. 


“I know.” ‘Then Izuku throws his arms around him, holding him tight. “Tll 
miss you, Katsuki,” he says, voice choked and wet with tears. 


“Tll miss you too.” Katsuki will deny the tears on his cheeks to anyone else. 
“But this is only the beginning. We have the rest of our lives ahead of us, and 
I will do whatever I can to aid your journey.” 


“For now, this is enough.” Izuku steps back and wipes his tears away, then 
smiles brightly, brighter even than the stars that surround him. “Until next 
time, my prince.” 


“Oi, I told you not to—” He’s interrupted by a sudden flare as Izuku shoots 
up into the morning sky like the comet he is, the stars a sparkling trail behind 
him. “...Call me that,” he finishes lamely. “You dumbass.” 


He stares into the at long after Izuku has disappeared from sight, then wipes 
his own eyes and looks over at his parents. They’re watching from a distance 
while trying to pretend not to, and it makes him laugh. Looking up again, he 
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Cee “Until n nee ae. iene 


cr he takes a deep breath and steps ore oo the next. oe of his 


life. His parents greet him with a warm embrace, and even ae it feels like © 


half of him is missing, he knows they’ll make it. 


Past the soft glow of dawn, a small light twinkles in the far distant sky as if 
in agreement. Yeah, they'll definitely make it 


The end (of the beginning). 
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Red-y far love 


Fallensummer 


“Oi, you ready for the festival yet?” 


Izuku freezes in his tracks and stares at the yukata hanging loosely down his 
waist. 


“Almost, Kacchan!” 

“Don’t lie! I can hear you struggling with the obi!” 

Izuku stares at the said obi folded on the bed. It stares back, motionless. 
It’s taunting him just like those high school neckties. 

“No, I'm not!” 


Kacchan peeps through the bedroom door a crack despite Izuku's protests. 
Huffing, he kicks the door wide open, sporting the glare that earned him the 
top spot in the list of heroes that look like villains. 


Izuku is unfazed. He dons a sheepish grin. “And that's because I haven't 
put it on yet.” 


Kacchan makes a show of sighing in exasperation, but Izuku recognizes it as 
fond from the way his lip twitches in the hint of a smile. He's already 
approaching even before Izuku clasps his hands in prayer and falls 
dramatically on the bed. “Please help me put it on?” 


Kacchan flicks his forehead and picks up the obi with one hand and pokes 
Izuku’s cheek with the other. From where Izuku lay, the light from the 
setting sun bathes Kacchan's face in red. “When will you ever learn to tie 
this yourself?” he grumbles. “Twenty festivals later, and you still don’t 
know.” 


Izuku giggles. “Why would I when I have Kacchan to help me?” 


= 


Izuku's always been a hopeless romantic. 


It started at the tender age of four when the myth of Tanabata had him 
hopelessly entranced. A love that transcends galaxies and time? Sign him 


up. 
He loved everything about the festival. He loved people watching the 


x87 


crowds, decked out in their yukata and chowing down on takoyaki and other 
summer fare. He loved the feeling of hanging his own tanzaku (red, of 
course!) on one of the bamboo branches stationed across the city. He loved 
sitting on his mother's shoulders amid a throng of people as they watched 
fireworks bloom across the night sky. And in the dark of the night, the 
lanterns hung across the city from high above in steel rafters down to the 
trees lining the riverbank cast an almost magical glow. 


He loved that the most. The colorful lantern lights twinkled on the river like 
stars on the Milky Way. 


He even insisted on staying the night to watch the bamboo branches drift 
idly by. Eyes shut, he imagined the river carrying all of Musutafu’s wishes 
to the gods above. 


It was peaceful until the explosion. 
“Never fear! I am here!” 


A boy with explosions popping from his tiny hands sprinted down the 
grassy riverbank before gracefully skidding to a stop in front of the 
Midoriya family. He pointed at Izuku's All Might onesie then his own 
matching set. “I like All Might, too! See, we match. We're best friends now!” 
he declared with no room to argue. 


Within the minute of stunned silence that followed, the boy’s parents 
caught up. The mother, a mirror image of the boy, started dragging him off 
by the ear. 


Izuku laughed at the ridiculous sight. His mother rushed to whisper 
assurances to the strange boy’s parents, who let the boy go. The boy's jaw 
gaped open. His red eyes widened, and Izuku figured he was astounded by 
the lantern lights, too. 


Izuku extended a tentative hand out. “I'm Izuku.” 


The boy's face split with a wicked grin. “Katsuki.” 


me 


In the middle of tying the obi, Kacchan pauses and shoves his hand through 
the front of Izuku's yukata. 


“Kacchan! What are you doing? My dignity!” 

“Tch, you lost your dignity the day you lost your underpants at the pool.” 
“Excuse me. You pulled them down to see if there are freckles on my butt!” 
“And there were, you liar! Now, what's this?” 


After a brief but ultimately futile struggle, Kacchan snatches the bath towel 
that used to pad Izuku's yukata. Red eyes narrow in suspicion. Izuku's 
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shoulders sag in defeat. He pouts. “I read that men should be plump for the 
yukata to look cool, so I added that to give me extra dimension.” 


Kacchan scowls so hard, deep wrinkles form on his forehead. No warning is 
given before he explodes the bath towel and disintegrates it into the void. 
“Oi, you don't need that shit. You're fine the way you are.” 


“But Kacchan!” Izuku wails while Kacchan wipes his hands clean of soot. 
He can tell that Kacchan is pleased in the confident way his shoulders are 
set. “That's my only bath towel!” 


“Tch, I'll get you another one.” 


Izuku stops wailing and cracks a smile. He is a simple man with simple 
needs. “Great! Can you get me one of those fancy ones? Ooh, Egyptian 
cotton towels are the best.” 


“Did... did you really just trick me to get you a new towel?” 
“Of course not!” Izuku bats his eyes innocently. 


Kacchan rolls his eyes, but his lip twitches. “Ugh, fine.” 


me 


In another world, Izuku discovering he was quirkless became the impetus for 
a long line of bullying from Kacchan and his goons. 


Luckily, this was not that world. 


Kacchan had no goons. Instead, he stood by Izuku's side and shielded him 
from the brunt of thoughtless words and leery looks. 


But Kacchan couldn’t protect him forever. 

“What’s your wish, Izuku?” 

“Pm not telling!” 

“Why not? I’m your best friend. You should tell me everything!” 


Izuku’s lip quivered. He bit it to keep the tears from falling over. He didn’t 
want Kacchan to call him stupid, too. “The other kids laughed when they 
saw what I wrote. ‘They said it was stupid.” 


“Hah?” Kacchan spat with contempt twice the size of his little eight year- 
old body. “Who are these extras? Let me at ‘em!” 


The tears fell anyway. “Um, well...my wish is to find my true love. But they 
told me no one would want to date a quirkless kid.” Izuku tore the 
explanation out of his throat, words shrinking to a whimper by the end. 


Kacchan slammed a smoking fist on the table, face contorted in fury. 
“That’s not stupid! They’re stupid. Don’t listen to stupid extras, Izuku. Are 
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they your classmates?” 


“No, they’re not,” Izuku lied. He wiped the tears from his eyes, forcing a 
smile at the thought that he at least had Kacchan. “It’s nothing. Let’s 
forget about it and go back to lunch, okay?” 


Or maybe he didn’t. 


“No way.” Kacchan stomped away huffing. With every step he took, Izuku’s 
stomach twisted itself into messy knots. He couldn’t bear another bite, so he 
returned to the classroom and curled up in a secluded corner, making 
himself as small as he felt. 


The rest of the afternoon was thankfully uneventful. No bullies bothered 
him again. In fact, no bullies showed up for class at all. 


Even so, Izuku’s stomach remained knotted until the chimes rang to signal 
the end of the school day. He hurriedly changed into his outdoor shoes and 
sprinted to the school gates. Kacchan was angry, but surely he'd be waiting 
there, right? They always met up to make their annual trek to the festival. 


Minutes passed and Kacchan, punctual to a fault, didn’t show. 
A traitorous thought snuck in that maybe Kacchan left him, too. 


Izuku shook it away the best he could. Unsure, he wandered back into the 
building to search for Kacchan and to stave away the fears. He wasn't in 
any hurry to join the festivities anyway. 


He found Kacchan in Izuku’s classroom, down on his knees and vigorously 
dunking a rag in a bucket of cleaning water then angrily scrubbing the floor. 
A purple bruise was forming near his eye. 


Izuku ran to his friend, almost slipping on the wet tiles. He’s first swept 
with relief that Kacchan didn’t leave him intentionally, was only put on 
additional cleaning duty for the troublemakers in school. Then annoyance 
that Kacchan ruined the perfect record he bragged so often about. 
“Kacchan!” he scolded, dropping to his knees and trying to peer up at his 
friend. “What are you in trouble for?” 


“T didn’t do nothing,” Kacchan grunted, eyes locked in a deathmatch with 
the rag. “Just exploded two, maybe three, of your classmates.” 


“What?” 


“Don’t what me! They deserved it. You’re good as you are. You don’t need 
to change anything.” 


Izuku’s lip quivered again. The overwhelming joy easily undid the knots in 
his stomach. He snatched Kacchan in a tight embrace and rubbed his cheek 
against fluffy blond hair. “Kacchan, who knew you were so sappy!” 


Kacchan’s palms sparked and singed the rag in his hands. 
“Oops.” Izuku pulled back laughing. “I didn’t mean to make you lose control 
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like that.” 


“Stop assuming, nerd,” Kacchan grunted and tried to go back to scrubbing, 
but the rag was falling apart with every wipe. “You didn’t do shit. 
Shaddap.” 


“Language, Kacchan!” Izuku smiled for the both of them. Kacchan didn’t 
seem to notice that he was only further driving black bits of rag into the 

space between the tiles, which is a nightmare to get out. Izuku ran to the 
bathroom and scurried back with two fresh rags, tossing one to Kacchan 

and using the other to clean himself. 


“Oi,” Kacchan nudged him gently with his shoulder. “Get out of here. You’ll 


miss the festival.” 
“No,” Izuku huffed. “I want Kacchan with me.” 


Kacchan’s face split into a wicked grin. “Then let’s celebrate here instead. 
They hadn’t taken the bamboo branches yet, right?” 


“Yup! They’ll be carrying out the bamboo in an hour so they can set it with 
everyone else’s in Musutafu.” 


Red eyes twinkled mischievously. “Let’s burn it.” 


“Kacchan, noooo!” Izuku giggled to feign resistance. But the temptation was 
strong, and Kacchan was grinning so widely. “Won’t that just get us in 
more trouble?” he said as a last ditch attempt. 


“Eh, let’s just say we celebrated an early Tanabata. Say it’s traditional to 
burn the bamboo.” 


They spent a month on additional cleaning duty after that. 


ne 


“So, if you weren’t tricking me to buy a new towe—” 


It was worth it. 


“T wasn’t, I swear!” 
“Then why did you have it on? Trying to look good for someone?” 


Izuku thinks that Kacchan sounds almost too casual, but his head’s down 
wrapping the obi around Izuku’s waist, so he can’t say for sure. He settles 
on the truth. Kacchan has the uncanny ability to detect Izuku’s lies. It 
almost feels like an Izuku-specific version of Tsukauchi’s quirk. “No,” he 
exhales. “No one I’m trying to catch the eye of. I just want to look good for 
myself, I guess. See someone desirable in the mirror.” 


Kacchan grunts and the obi is tightened a smidgen too much on the second 
loop. “How many times do I have to keep knocking it into your thick skull, 
hah? Don’t be an idiot and start listening to me. You’re perf—good as you 
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are. 
“Soooo, don’t start listening to you?” 


Kacchan finishes tying the obi and smacks the back of Izuku’s head. “Only 
one of us can be the smartass here.” 


Izuku smiles sweetly. “You give yourself too much credit. Smart? Who’s the 
one with the university degree?” 


“Why you—” 


Izuku runs and Katsuki chases after him. Izuku hops on and off his bed, 
ignoring Kacchan’s yells to not break the bed frame a third time and dashes 
off into their living room, skidding behind the dining table and jumping 
over the sofa in meaningless cycles until Kacchan finally tackles him to the 
ground. He rolls off of Izuku, both of them panting and laughing. 


“You still making the same wish, then?” 


“Yup,” Izuku says wistfully. “Same wish.” 


_ 


“If you keep making heart-eyes at that guy, you might as well ask him to 
the festival instead of me.” 


“ Kacchan, I can dream, can’t I?” 
“Tech, what does he have that I don’t?” 
“How about what you have and he doesn’t? A stick up your ass!” 


Izuku stuck his tongue out, holding his ground in the face of Kacchan’s 
murderous glare. Pointedly, he turned his attention back to the most 
popular boy in middle school who sat at the opposite end of the cafeteria. 


Izuku sighed dreamily. 


Kacchan reached over the table and rapped Izuku’s forehead. “Hello? Earth 
to space cadet? Just because that guy gave you a passing smile in the 
hallway doesn’t mean he’s the love of your life!” 


Izuku turned back, seething with a glare of his own. It’s usually ineffective, 
but this one had Kacchan reeling in shock. “I never said that! It’s just a 
happy crush! What’s your problem?” 


Kacchan’s eyes narrowed. He slammed his smoking fists on the table. For a 
tenuous second, Izuku thought he’d make a scene again. Instead, Kacchan 
inhaled deeply and stomped away with his uneaten lunch. ‘There were no 
less than five annoyed yells from shoulders bumped on his way out. 


Some things never changed. 
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Izuku slumped against his seat, dragging a hand across his curls. Maybe he 
shouldn’t have been so harsh with Kacchan. But Kacchan should know 
better by now. It’s, what, Izuku’s seventh crush that year? And the school 
year just started months ago. 


Still, the guilt weighed him down the rest of the day. He wondered if he 
should prepare to be a solo traveller this Tanabata. 


When no shock of blond hair greeted him outside the classroom, he 
accepted his fate with resignation. 


He took the time to walk to the rows of shoe lockers, in no rush to change 
into his outdoor shoes. He was so out of it, he almost missed the spot of red 
in the upper shelf of his locker that definitely wasn’t there before. 


Pulling out the foreign object with suspicion, he unwrapped the cloth 
packaging to reveal a bento box. In it was freshly cooked katsudon topped 
with nori strips and carrots painstakingly carved into miniature stars. 


“Sorry.” 


On the opposite row of shoe lockers, Kacchan stood with his hands in his 
pockets, slouching and scowling and still somehow looking repentant despite 
it all. 


Izuku carefully set down the bento before launching himself at Kacchan, 
burying his teary-eyed face into the crook of Kacchan’s neck. “Wah, ?’m 
sorry, too!” he sniffled. Snot smeared on Kacchan’s collar, but to his credit, 
Kacchan didn’t budge. He even placed a tentative hand on Izuku’s back. 
“But you really shouldn’t have put that there! That’s gross!” 


“Tch,” Kacchan huffed, and Izuku thought he sounded fond. “You deserve 


it. You were late.” 


“How about you, Kacchan?” 
“What about me?” 
“When are you dating someone?” 


Izuku makes a vague gesture to encompass Kacchan’s physique. Unlike 
Izuku, Kacchan filled out the yukata nicely. The whole of Japan thought so, 
too. Magazines and tabloids alike named him Japan’s most eligible pro hero 
bachelor (who also looked like a villain) for years. 


Kacchan shrugs. It must be a trick of the light, but his ears are tinged red. 


“Tm waiting.” 
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“Oi, what’s wrong this time, nerd?” 


“Nothing! Why would you think anything’s wrong? There’s nothing wrong! 
I’m fine!” 


“Yeah, right. And I’m All Might’s son. Tell me what’s up, I can see right 
through you.” 


In the humid weather, Izuku’s curls stuck to his forehead. He tried blowing 
them away, but found that ineffective. He shoved them out of his eyes 
instead. He needed to see. Needed to stare at the river and the twinkling 
lantern lights and try to remember why it entranced him in the first place. 


After more than a decade of making the same wish, it didn’t feel so magical 
now. 


“We're graduating high school this year.” 


“Uh-huh. And we’re at the top of our classes. You in support, me in the 
hero class. What’s there to be sad about?” 


Izuku scowled and furrowed his eyebrows at one bamboo branch drifting 
perilously close to the riverbank. He wanted to run over and kick it. “I’ve 
never gotten a love letter!” 


Kacchan howled with laughter. Izuku shot the dirtiest look he could muster. 
It didn’t work. If anything, Kacchan laughed harder to the point of 
clutching his stomach. 


“ That’s what you’re so down about?” 


“Shut up, Kacchan!” Failing to tackle Kacchan to the ground because of his 
stupid, hero muscles, Izuku resorted to pounding on his back. “It’s not fair! 
You always get all the love letters and confessions. You can have your pick, 
even go to the most romantic festival with them.” 


“And break tradition?” Kacchan snorted, both figuratively and literally 
unmoved. He caught Izuku in a headlock and ruffled his hair with one hand 
while the other tickled his ribs. Stupid, hero, growth spurt. “No way. You'll 
be crying the whole time. ‘The world’s ears will bleed.” 


“Rude!” Kacchan now used both hands to tickle Izuku. Izuku laughed 
helplessly, tearing up and uselessly swatting Kacchan’s hands away. Kacchan 
relented when the waterfall of snot and tears spouted, whipping out a 
handkerchief from his pouch and wiping any stray substance off of Izuku’s 
yukata. 


Drained of energy from the tickle session, Izuku slumped against the 
riverbank, smiling weakly up at Kacchan. “Thanks.” 


Kacchan plopped beside him on the grass. “Feel any better?” 
“A little. ’m too tired to feel miserable, so thanks.” 
“Good.” 
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“Vm just disappointed now,” Izuku sighed, apparently not too tired after 
all. “Love is the springtime of one’s youth! And my springtime is running 
out.” 


“Stop it. Those manhwas are rotting your brain.” 
“ Beeeeh,” Izuku whined, yelping when Kacchan poked his sore rib. 


Quiet fell. It wasn’t long until Izuku began staring listlessly at the floating 
branches again. 


“Alright, I can’t stand your damned moping. I’m telling you a secret.” 
“Hmm?” 
“T like someone.” 


“What?” Izuku swiveled his head so fast, it’s a miracle he didn’t break any 
bones. He leaned over and poked Kacchan’s face. Kacchan’s eyes remained 
planted on the river. The words poured out of Izuku in a rush. “How come 
you never said? Aren’t we best friends? What other secrets have you been 
keeping from m—okay, not the point. Who is it? Did you get someone from 
her? Him? Them?” 


“Ever heard of personal space?” Still not looking, Kacchan pushed his face 
away. 


“Waaah, tell me!” Izuku ducked under Kacchan’s arm after much flailing, 
landing face up on his lap. Red creeped up Kacchan’s neck as he sputtered 
and swiftly looked elsewhere. 


Izuku grinned. It’s rare to see Kacchan so flustered, and all because of a 
crush! He poked at Kacchan’s cheek, urging him to look down. “That’s what 
best friends are for! Tell me so I can help!” 


Kacchan snorted and shot the meanest glare at Izuku, his face as red as his 
eyes. “No. You'll be zero help. The person I like is an idiot. So, ’m waiting.” 


Izuku waited expectantly, but nothing. 


“Well,” he remarked smartly, nestling himself into Kacchan’s lap instead. 
He’d laid on Kacchan’s lap thousands of times before in sleepovers and 
school hallways. It never ceased to be a comfort. “They’re an idiot if they 
don’t confess to you. You’re the coolest person ever.” 


Peon Lhats right.” 
Both idly watched the lights play on the river until the first droplets of rain. 


“No wonder my wish isn't coming true," Izuku pouted. Kacchan pulled him 
up from the grass with one hand and wiped the dirt from Izuku's yukata 
with the other. "It's raining! So Orihime and Hikoboshi don’t get to meet 


|” 


“So what if they’re not meeting?” Kacchan muttered and whipped out an 
umbrella from his pouch. “Where’s your umbrella?” 


x9O5x 


Izuku, set to graduate at the top of his support class, bested only in the 
number of blueprints created by Hatsume Mei herself, did not pack an 
umbrella. 


5 Oops? 9? 


Kacchan rolled his eyes but beckoned Izuku closer. “Whatever, just scoot 
with me. Let’s go back to the dorms.” 


“Aww, Kacchan! How romantic,” Izuku teased, hopping under the umbrella 
as the skies suddenly opened up a torrential downpour. 


el: 


Izuku freezes in his tracks. 


He’s one of the smartest men in Japan. He’s been told so in countless 
interviews with other leading support engineers. He even has the trophies 
from yearly support rankings (which are a thing, apparently) and contracts 
with the top hero agencies in the country and abroad to prove it. Heroes 
constantly rang his phone at ungodly times of the day to fix equipment he 
didn’t design. 


Kacchan. 
Is ten steps ahead of him, gaping at him like he’s an idiot. 
Kacchan. 


Who insisted that they share an apartment close to Izuku’s office. Who is 
footing more than half the rent since “pro heroes are paid too damn much” 
compared to everyone else. Who then lobbied with Izuku to pass legislation 
to increase the minimum starting rate for support engineers, and whose 
standing as part of the top ten sped up the bill closer to passing than any 
previous attempts ever accomplished. 


Kacchan. 


His best friend since childhood. Who’s currently motioning at him to hurry 
his ass up so they can catch the fireworks that Kacchan doesn’t care for, 
but Izuku does. Yelling that they should go now to beat the damn crowds, 
because Kacchan hates people and there’s a better chance of getting ahead 
of the mass of bodies if they arrive an hour early. 

Izuku is the dumbest man alive. 


_ 
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“Break up with him.” 


Izuku raised a weary glance from his textbook. Honestly, the engineering 
diagrams stopped making sense ages ago. But he had to try and distract 
himself from the growing knot in his stomach. 


“Kacchan, we talked about this. I will. Just... not now." 


“Then when? When you’ve graduated university, or when I hit the number 
one spot, hah? Trash should be weeded out sooner rather than later. You’d 
be fucking married when you finally decide to quit it.” 


Izuku groaned and looked scathingly at Kacchan. Kacchan rolled his eyes 
and pulled his lips back in a sneer. 


“T won't let it get that far,” Izuku assured him with confidence he didn’t 
feel. “I just don’t know how to find the right time. Summer classes have 
been beating my ass, and...” He fidgeted with the book’s pages. “It’s bad 
luck, probably. It’s even raining today. I don’t want to ruin the festival.” 


“That’s not a thing and you know it,” Kacchan seethed. He clenched his 
smoking fists tight like a timebomb forcing itself to stop ticking. 


It didn’t work. 

“He won’t even celebrate with you!” 

“That’s because we always celebrate, Kacchan. It’s tradition.” 
“Did he want to go then if it weren’t for me?” 


Izuku put a pin in that line of questioning for later. The knot in his 
stomach grew and gained a distant twin in the form of a migraine. “No, he 
doesn’t like festivals and people either.” 


Kacchan’s face is as red as an overripe tomato. He also looks about to burst. 


“He doesn’t even know your favorite food!” 
“My favorite food is very complicated.” 


“It’s katsudon! I learned how to make it at six years old. I can whip it up in 
my sleep!" 


“Fine, go ahead.” 


Kacchan loudly stomped the few steps to the stove in the tiny dorm 
apartment. It was almost comical, having a bulky sidekick grunt and pound 
away like he was set to murder pork and onions, but Kacchan stayed true to 
his word. He even kept quiet, leaving Izuku to study in peace. 


By the time the smell of soy sauce and dashi wafted through the room, the 
knot in Izuku’s stomach disappeared completely, replaced by a ravenous 
hunger. He barely had the time (or skills) to cook anything more 
complicated than ramen, so the prospect of a home-cooked meal made his 
mouth water. 
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Before he knew it, Kacchan set a steaming bowl on Izuku’s desk. Izuku 
aimed a grateful smile Kacchan's way. 


“See, easy,” Kacchan smirked from above him. “Now give me your phone. 
I’ll break up with him for you. Nothing like the big, scary Great Explosion 
Murder God Dynamight to make any shitty boyfriend pee their pants.” 


Maybe it was the freshly cooked katsudon. Maybe it was Kacchan’s brash 
confidence. Or maybe, Izuku knew deep down (fine, on a surface level) that 
Kacchan was right. His current boyfriend was a real piece of work. “Okay, 
fine," he relented with a smile. 


It’s over in two minutes, tops. 
“See, there.” Kacchan grinned wickedly. 
“Thanks, Kacchan." Izuku smiled back. 


The evening ended with Kacchan dragging a simultaneously sleepy and 
caffeinated Izuku to hang their tanzaku at the dorm lobby’s imitation tree. 
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Izuku feels the crowd more than sees it. His earlier hesitation and the 
ensuing dumbfoundedness ensured that they arrived at the peak of crowd 
formation, much to the annoyance of Kacchan. Distantly, Izuku knows he’s 
being jostled in all directions, notices the flashes and bangs of lights in the 
sky, but only one presence is stark. 


Kacchan’s body is burning hot. 


The night passes in a blur. He thinks he’s having an out-of-body experience. 
He vaguely remembers the taste of the takoyaki Kacchan shoved into his 
mouth, which he accepted, and being ordered to hang his tanzaku on the 
bamboo branch, which he adamantly refused. 


He comes to his senses at midnight by the riverbank, after what feels like 
hours of staring at the water. The colorful lantern lights twinkle on the river 
like stars on the Milky Way. 


The quiet night feels almost magical. He hesitates to break the silence, so he 
whispers, facing his best friend. He stares at Kacchan intently. Red eyes 
stare back. 


“Kacchan, why do you always come with me?” 


Kacchan’s brow furrows in confusion before his face clears up. He scowls, 
but his lip twitches into a reluctant smile. “I’m waiting.” 


Distantly, Izuku finds himself stepping closer, holding Kacchan’s gaze all the 
while. He has to know. Were Kacchan’s eyes always the same shade as the 
red tanzaku that Izuku chose, year after year? 
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Oh. 
“For what?” Izuku’s voice comes out breathless. 
Kacchan snorts. “For an idiot.” 


Izuku exhales the breath he didn’t realize he was holding. Absentmindedly, 
he takes out the tanzaku that was nestled comfortably in his pouch. 


And rips it into pieces. 
“Oi, what are you doing!” 


Kacchan lunges forward to grab Izuku’s wrist, but the damage has been 
done. 


“Me,” Izuku says dumbly and points at himself. “J’m the idiot.” 


“Tch, took you long enough to figure out,” Kacchan smirks from above him. 
He’s so close. When did they get so close? They’ve been this close before, 
but it’s so different suddenly, and Izuku’s mind is racing a million miles a 
minute and— 


Kacchan presses a finger to Izuku’s lip. “You’re thinking yourself to death. 
Come back to reality, space cadet.” He playfully knocks on Izuku’s forehead. 
“That didn’t answer the question.” 


“Well,” Izuku shrinks back into Kacchan’s arms. He’s so out of it, he doesn’t 
realize he backed himself into an awkward wide-armed embrace. Awareness 
dawns and his face bursts into flames. The words pour out in a frantic rush. 
“Well, apparently I don’t need to wish anymore! Because I have what I’ve 
been looking for!” 


“Oh, do you now? How are you so sure?” 
Kami, Kacchan’s cocky grin will be the death of him. 


Izuku’s heart is thundering in his ears. In the humid summer night, with his 
curls stuck to his forehead, snug in the arms of the man who is childhood 
friend, best friend, and roommate all at once, time feels frozen. 


Kacchan waits for an answer. 

“T always have.” 

“Come here, you idiot.” 

Kacchan closes the distance for a kiss and Izuku melts in his arms. 


The kiss quiets his frenetic mind. It’s nothing that Izuku ever imagined, 
because apparently Izuku is the densest rock on the planet. Kacchan kisses 
like a contradiction, sweet and rough, tentative and confident, searching and 
found. 


It’s everything Izuku didn’t know he wanted and more. 
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Izuku pulls back with the dopiest smile. No trick of the light can excuse 
Kacchan’s utterly red face. “I hope this was worth waiting all these years 
for?” 


“Of course it is,” Kacchan grins down at Izuku. Then he flicks Izuku’s 
forehead none too painlessly. “As long as we don’t just kiss once a year. I 
still don’t know how you like this stupid story. Why would I want to meet 
my lover only once a year? The hell.” 


Izuku wiggles out of Kacchan’s hold and smacks him in return, feigning 
annoyance. “Shut up, Kacchan! It’s romantic!” 


“Tch.” Undeterred, Kacchan snatches Izuku in an embrace and burrows his 
face into the crook of Izuku’s neck, never mind the height difference and the 
awkward position he willingly puts himself in. His hands shift to lace fingers 
with Izuku, grasping it tightly like he never wants to let go. “ We’re 
romantic.” 


Izuku’s heart swells. He beams at the night sky. “I suppose we always were.” 
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lauren 


Izuku's mother was the one who taught him to make a wish upon a 
falling star. Another habit he got from her, much like how he'd rub at his 
nose when he's thinking too hard about something, or how the first thing 
he does when he wakes up is draw the curtains to bask in the morning 
light. 


Every night, they would sit at his windowsill and stare up at the sky, 
waiting. Once in a while, a star would shoot across the sky, and then Izuku 
would shut his eyes tight and make a wish, repeating the words in his head 
until his mother shook him out of it. 


I wish my father would come back. 
I wish my mother didn't have such a hard time on her own. 
I wish I could do more. 


His wishes never come true, but he tries and tries and tries, hoping that 
one day, something will stick. 


It pays off. 


me 


Izuku's in his room this time, alone. He's sitting by the window, wrapped 
in his blanket. He ignores his rumbling stomach, focusing instead on the 
sharp twinge of pain he feels every time he presses his fingers against the 
darkening bruises on his arms and on his side. 


There's a tray of food outside his door, left there by his mother earlier in 
the evening, but Izuku hasn't allowed himself to get up from his place by 
the window. Hasn't allowed himself to eat, to take his mother's kindness. 
If he did, he feels like he'd only vomit everything back up. 
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He'll clean it up later, after his mother has retired to her own room, but 
for now, he stays in his room, staring up at the sky. It's dark out tonight, 
with the new moon hiding from sight, but Izuku doesn't mind it. It only 
makes the stars stand out—bright, glittering gold on a pitch-black canvas. 


Izuku reaches out with one hand, waves it in the air, imagines gold 
smearing across the sky, a wish on the tip of his tongue. Nothing happens, 
of course, until something does. As he puts his hand down, there's 
movement in the corner of his eye, and Izuku jerks, head whipping to the 
side. A shooting star. 


I wish I could be stronger, he thinks, and then he hesitates. He knows it's 
cheating to ask for more than one thing. There must be countless people 
looking up at the sky right now, doing the same thing as him, using up the 
star's energy until it fades into nothing. Usually it lasts no more than a 
second; sometimes another star comes to take its place, and another, and 
another, disappearing as quickly as they appear. But this time, there's just 
one star falling through the sky. A lone star still shining bright, persevering. 


Something nags at him, but it escapes him, disappearing like smoke, 
overpowered by the hope that sparks in Izuku's chest. He stands, leaning 
forward to look out the window, one hand gripping the windowsill and the 
other clenched around the fabric of his shirt over his pounding heart. 


I wish I could be better. I wish I wouldn't worry my mother so much. I 
wish— 


The star disappears into the horizon; Izuku finally lets himself breathe. 


But then, before he can slump back into his chair, there's a crack in the air. 
His ears ring and he sways, stumbling over his own feet as he falls onto the 
floor. ‘There's a crash to his right, and Izuku turns to see broken ceramic 
scattered on the floor, dirty water turning the wood dark, the flowers he 
picked the other day spilling out of the vase. 


Izuku scrambles to clean it up, almost tripping over the tray of food his 
mother left for him as he goes to get a washcloth and a container for the 
broken vase. And it's only after cleaning up and reassuring his mother, only 
when he's back in his room again that the nagging thought comes crashing 
back. 


He's never seen a shooting star like that. 


A shooting star, alone, shining bright until it disappeared into the treeline. 
And then an explosion, the world shaking around him. 
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There's a simple conclusion to be drawn, and Izuku feels himself shaking, 
heart swelling with so much excitement that it reaches his throat. He wants 
to scream, wants to run to his mother and tell her what he saw. He wants 
to go see what a star looks like up close. 


He wants many things, but he isn't sure what to do. He thinks he's right 
though, feels it in his gut, and he wants to prove it. 


To prove that a star has fallen to Earth. 


And why not? He could do it. He could. He knows the general direction the 
star was heading towards. Even if he can't find it, even if someone else gets 
there first, he'll surely find a crater, won't he? That would be proof enough 
for himself and for anyone else, if he could find it. 


Izuku presses a hand against his side, feels the ache of the bruise painting 
his skin purple, resolve taking root in his chest. He gets dressed, his 
notebook tucked into a pocket with a pencil stuck between its pages. 


He leaves a note for his mother, just in case, and then he sneaks out into 
the street, barely keeping himself from running, from tripping over his own 
feet and falling face-first onto dirt. 


The well-lit area of their home quickly gives way to the unpaved road 
leading to town. And further than that, Izuku's finally forced to slow down 
when he gets too close to the woods. If the tremors were felt in the town 
proper, there might be other people around too, looking for the same thing 
that he is. Unlikely, he thinks, but he keeps away from the trail anyway. If 
he gets caught, he'll probably be sent back home. Having a reputation as a 
problem child who gets into trouble all the time would do that; it doesn't 
seem to matter that he isn't the one who actually starts trouble, but Izuku 
has learned to accept that. 


He's careful as he makes his way through, stepping over roots and rocks. 
He has one hand clenched around the hilt of the knife he barely 
remembered to bring, the other held out in front of him, feeling around in 
the dark. 


With the new moon, there isn't a way for him to tell how much time has 
passed. But he's getting further and further away from home. Getting more 
and more worried that he's come out here for nothing. Doubt churns in his 
stomach, but he ignores it, pushing on. He'll stop when there's light or 
when he finally trips over his own feet, already past his limit. 


But it doesn't come to that. 
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The thicket opens up, and there it is—a crater about as deep as a one-story 
building, about as wide as the stretch of road from Izuku's house to the 
stream nearby that dries up in the summer. And in the middle of it: a figure 
in grey lying on the ground, motionless. 


This isn't at all what he expected. He thought he'd find a rock, some kind 
of gem that twinkles even in the absence of light. Something he could bring 
home to his mother, something magical. 


Instead, there's only a person, lying exactly where the star should be. That 
leaves him only two possibilities, then: either they've taken the star, or they 
are the star. 


Izuku wastes no time, almost hurting himself as he slides down onto the 
base of the crater. As he gets closer, he sees light hair framing the person’s 
face like a child's drawing of sunlight around the sun. He looks about the 
same age as Izuku, his face smooth except for the crease between his 
eyebrows. He’s dressed in a gray long-sleeved shirt and gray pants. No 
shoes, no pockets from what Izuku can tell, nowhere to hide a fallen star. 


Izuku reaches out, closing one hand around his wrist. The fabric of his long- 
sleeved shirt is smooth like silk, and Izuku can feel his warmth through the 
fabric, as hot as he felt when he last had a fever. 


Somehow, in this moment, he feels like a moth flying around a flame. 


Izuku squeezes around his wrist, and then, when he doesn’t respond, Izuku 
shakes him. “Um. Hello?” 


His eyebrows twitch, the crease on his forehead deepening for a moment 
before smoothening out again. Izuku leans closer, shaking his arm once 
again. “Excuse m—” 


His eyes snap open. “Get the hell away from me!” 


Izuku falls back onto his tailbone, and the pain from that piles onto his 
aching temple. He lets go, pressing his hand against his forehead instead. 
There's no blood, but Izuku's gotten enough little bruises in his life to know 
that he'll likely have a bump on his head for a few days. 


He looks back at the other boy, sees his furrowed eyebrows and his lips 
twisted into a snarl, teeth bared. His hands are held up in front of him, 
clenched into fists. He must have hit his head against Izuku’s as he sat up, 
but if it hurts, he doesn't show it. 
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Izuku shuffles backwards, just a bit, raising his hands up in front of him, 
placating. 


“T'm sorry,” he says, and he keeps his voice calm, warm, the same way he 
does when there are children at the shop he works at three times a week. 
“T'm not going to hurt you, I swear. But you were unconscious and you're— 
well, you're, uh—” 


The other boy puts their hands down, just a bit, “Hah? I'm what?” 


Izuku snaps his mouth shut. Right. Get to the point. “You're in the middle 
of a crater?” 


He tilts his chin up, looking down at Izuku with narrowed eyes. “Yes, and?” 


Izuku shouldn't, but it's the only thing that makes sense— “And I'm pretty 
sure you're a star?” 


He expects the other boy to balk, to laugh like the others do whenever 
Izuku says something he doesn't realize is too weird. Instead, he only seems 
to get more upset, his hands coming back up to his chin. 


“So what if I am?” he says, and Izuku can't help the way his own lips curl, 
the way a smile spreads across his face. 


He inches forward, just a bit, pausing when he sees the way the other boy’s 
fists clench. Still, there's no stopping the excitement bubbling to life in his 
chest or the words on the tip of his tongue. 


“You really are one?” Izuku pauses, tilting his head, eyebrows furrowing. 
“T thought you’d twinkle though. Or shine? But you look just like me.” 


The other boy throws his head back, hands coming up to cover his face as 
he makes a strangled noise. 


“T don’t look just like you! Ugh. Here.” He looks back at Izuku, lips twisted 
into a frown, and then, like a fire blazing from a single spark, he glows. It 
feels a little bit like staring at the sun, but Izuku can't bring himself to look 
away. He can't help but back away just a bit, but still, he looks at the other 
boy—the star—through narrowed eyes, watches the way his whole body 
lights up from the top of his head to the tips of his toes. 


His eyes glow red, Izuku realizes now. They look as hot as the lava that 
Izuku reads about in books, as beautiful as the ruby red gems that Izuku 
can only ever dream of seeing in real life. 
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But then it stops just as quickly as it started. The light disappears, and 
Izuku is left blinking away the leftover stars in his eyes. 


“That convincing enough? Of course I glow. I’m a fucking star.” 
Izuku smiles. So much that it almost hurts. 
“That was amazing! Are all stars like you?” 


“No!” he says, which is a bit disappointing. If the other stars aren't like 
him, then what are they like? Are there special stars that look like people 
and stars that don't? Izuku opens his mouth, already about to ask as much, 
but then the star continues, chest puffing up. “I'm the best outta all of 
them!” 


Izuku blinks, and then, he smiles. “I’m sure you are!” 


The star grins back at him, so bright even though he isn't glowing anymore. 
Izuku has never had too many smiles directed at him, but this one fills the 
void perfectly. It makes Izuku feel like the ground has collapsed underneath 
his feet. Like he's flying, anchored only to the sight of their bared teeth and 
crinkled eyes. 


Izuku shifts closer. “I'm Izuku! What's your name?” 
“Ka—” 


He stops, cutting himself off. His eyes widen, and before Izuku can ask why, 
there's a crackling sound behind him, like rubber against rock. Izuku turns 
around just in time to see someone slide down the crater, followed by 
another person behind him. 


It's difficult to see them, their clothes as dark as the night, but the man 
closer to them has light hair that Izuku can see if he squints. 


“Looks like we arrived late,” the man says, turning to his companion. “Hey, 
Kurogiri, were there two stars?” 


His companion—Kurogiri, it seems—shakes his head. “Just one.” 


“Right.” The man clicks his tongue, and soon he's standing in front of 
Izuku. He has one hand on his waist, another wrapped around the hilt of 
the sword strapped to his waist. He looks down at Izuku, and Izuku freezes, 
heart pounding in his chest. “Hey, kid. Scram.” 


Izuku feels his throat closing up, feels the hair on the back of his neck stand 
up. Still, he shifts, getting in between the two men and the star. 
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“Who are you?” 
His voice wavers. Far from intimidating. The man steps closer. 
“You don't want to know that.” 


“What the hell do you want?” the star asks. Demands, really. He sounds 
much scarier than Izuku managed, and he feels the star lean closer to him, 
hand closing around his wrist. 


He must feel it too, how wrong this situation is. How dangerous these men 
are. 


“Are you going to keep asking questions?” The man sighs, and then, 
without turning to his companion, “Kurogiri, get the star already, will 
you?” 


Izuku's stomach drops, his entire body freezing before it burns. Whoever 
they are, he can't let them get what they want. He can’t let them get 
Kacchan. 


He presses back against Kacchan, takes his hand and holds on tight. ‘They 
need to get out here, to find a way to escape somehow. Izuku doesn't know 
what these men are capable of, but they're bigger than both Izuku and 
Kacchan, and they're armed. Fighting them isn't an option. 


Maybe if they run and get back into the woods... There's a slim chance of 
them escaping, but it's the best chance they've got. 


Kurogiri steps closer, and Izuku finds himself moving, getting on his feet 
and dragging Kacchan up with him. 


“No!” he says, and he's surprised to see Kurogiri freeze. Izuku barrels on, 
heart pounding. “You—-You've got it wrong! Whoever you're looking for, 
it's not us. Please, we were just—” 


The man laughs. “Really? You think we didn't see the star glow? Thanks 
for that, by the way. Made it easier to find you.” 


Izuku grits his teeth. They really have no choice then. His grip tightens 
around the hand in his, squeezing once, twice, thrice. He can't look back at 
Kacchan without seeming suspicious; he hopes this is enough warning 
before— 


“Kacchan, glow!” 


He pulls them away from the two men, running for the other end of the 
crater. The light is much brighter now than it was before. Even if Izuku 
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isn't looking at Kacchan directly, he can barely keep his eyes open. But he 
does, and he keeps his hand tight around Kacchan's, keeps running and 
doesn't look back. 


They get halfway to the edge of the crater before Kurogiri appears in front 
of them—there in the blink of an eye. So sudden that it takes a second 
before Izuku realizes it. Takes Kacchan pulling him backwards for him to 
change course. 


They turn right, but Izuku sees the way Kurogiri gets surrounded by black 
smoke, the way he disappears. Izuku pulls Kacchan back, just in time for 
Kurogiri to reappear in front of him. 


“It's useless. We will catch you no matter what you do,” the other man says 
from behind them, but Izuku doesn't look back at him. 


He purses his lips, forces himself to think louder than the sound of his heart 
pounding in his chest. Forces himself not to waver. He'll get Kacchan out 
of here; he has to. He doesn't know what they're planning to do, but 
Izuku's learned to be a good enough judge of character to know that it 
can't be anything good. 


Izuku doesn't know what the other man is capable of, but Kurogiri is big 
enough of a threat. So far, he's only travelled short distances, but Izuku 
can only guess as to what else he's capable of. If they manage to run, would 
Kurogiri be able to travel to them? Or is his travelling limited—relying on 
sight, maybe? 


Too many unknowns, too many possibilities. Izuku loses time thinking, and 
before he knows it, Kurogiri has disappeared again, reappearing in front of 
them, close enough to wrap his arms around Kacchan. 


Izuku pulls Kacchan away from Kurogiri, but it won't be enough. He knows 
it won't be enough. Kacchan's light has been fading away slowly; a while 
more and it wouldn't even be an inconvenience to the men trying to take 
him anymore. And there's nothing Izuku can do. He has nothing more, no 
plan, no ace up his sleeve. Kurogiri will get Kacchan, and that will be the 
end of it. 


Still, he tries. He pulls Kacchan closer, whirling them around until his back 
is to Kurogiri and Kacchan is just a little bit farther away from both of the 
men who want to take him away. Maybe— 


Maybe Kacchan can make it out by himself. 
Run, he thinks. Run, run— 
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“Run! oP) 


And Kacchan does run. But instead of running away, he moves towards 
Izuku. And then there's arms wrapping around him—Kacchan in front of 
him and Kurogiri behind him. Izuku is stuck between them, helpless. 


Run, he thinks. Run. You can still run. 


But Izuku has never been so terrified in his life, and Kacchan is warm 
against him. Comforting. Izuku brings his own arms up, twists his fingers 
into Kacchan's shirt. He squeezes his eyes shut, bracing himself, and then— 


Weight comes off Izuku's back, and then he finds himself pressed even 
closer to Kacchan. Something digs into his back, and then he and Kacchan 
are being pulled up, up, up. 


They get further and further away from Kurogiri and his companion, 
further and further away from danger. Izuku's stomach turns, and he 
doesn't know if it's whiplash from suddenly being taken up into the sky or 
dread of what's waiting for them. 


They stop as suddenly as they were taken. Izuku spills over onto a wooden 
floor, Kacchan half underneath him. He isn't glowing anymore, and there's 
that crease between his eyebrows again, like when Izuku first found him. 


“Are you alright, Kacchan?” 


Izuku pushes himself up until he's sitting, until he can look over Kacchan. 
He doesn't seem like he's hurt; no bruises, no blood, at least not anywhere 
Izuku can see. 


Perhaps that's why it isn't so surprising when Kacchan sits up abruptly, 
teeth bared. He almost hits his head against Izuku's, but he stops just 
inches short. “Who are you calling Kacchan, huh?” 


Izuku tries for a smile, waves his hands in front of him, placating. “Ah, 
well—sorry. You never really got to finish telling me your name.” 


Kacchan's eyes narrow. Izuku's tentative smile holds, and Kacchan looks 
away. 


“My name's Katsuki. I don't care what you call me.” 
Izuku's smile widens. “Okay, Kacchan!” 


Kacchan grunts, looking back at Izuku with a glare. “Don't get too 
excited.” 
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But there's no real heat in it, no real threat in his voice or his eyes or the 
lines of his body. Until there is, that is, but by then his glare isn't directed 
at Izuku anymore, but somewhere over his shoulder. 


Ah, Izuku thinks as Kacchan wraps a hand around his wrist, as Kacchan 
pulls him close beside him. Right. 


It isn't over yet. 


“Back off,” Kacchan says, and there it is. Venom laced into his words, same 
as when he first saw Izuku, when Kurogiri and his companion first arrived. 


Izuku turns around. It seems like they're on a ship, just as grand as Izuku 
has seen illustrated in books. But there's no sound of waves crashing into 
wood, no spray of saltwater. There's only the how] of the wind and the dark 
sky above them. 


There's a crowd scattered around the deck with swords and guns on their 
waists, dressed in dark clothing that makes them blend in well with the 
night sky. It reminds Izuku of Kurogiri and his companion a little bit, but 
none of them make any move to come closer. 


Instead, they stand back, surrounding a blond man who's standing a few 
feet away from Izuku. He's thin—sickly thin almost. The rest of the men 
seem to flank him, bodies angled towards him as if drawn to him. 


“Hey now,” he says. “It's alright! You're safe with us.” 


He doesn't make any moves, doesn't have his hands anywhere close to his 
sword. A show of peace, Izuku supposes. 


“My name is Yagi,” he offers. “This is my ship and these are my people. 
They won't get you here, I promise.” 


Izuku wants to believe him. There's nothing about the man that feels 
dangerous, nothing that he's done so far that makes Izuku think he has any 
intention to take Kacchan by force like the men they left did. But still, 
Izuku knows better than to trust just anyone, especially after what just 
happened. 


“Thank you for saving us,” Izuku says, “but why did you do it?” 


Yagi purses his lips. He doesn't have eyebrows, Izuku realizes, but even 
without them, Izuku can see the frustration in the creases on his forehead, 
the shadows over his sunken eyes. Izuku hears it too, when Yagi replies. 
Carefully contained. Potent. 
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“The men who were with you... they work for an evil man. They wish to 
take over the kingdom while the king is missing.” 


“'Take over the kingdom?” Izuku echoes. He can't help the disbelief he feels. 
The incredulity. He only meant to go out and prove himself right for once, 
and yet he's managed to get himself into this much trouble. He'll make his 
mother cry again. 


Izuku freezes. His mother. How is he supposed to go back now? Will she be 
in danger if he does? Will she— 


“What does that have to do with me?” 


Izuku turns to Kacchan, feeling like his breath has been knocked out of 
him. Kacchan, who has, without Izuku noticing, put himself in front of 
Izuku as if to shield him from this ship's crew. Kacchan, who is still holding 
onto his wrist, who those men looking to take over the world wanted to take 
away. 


“Power, my boy,” Yagi answers, and of course. Take something as wondrous 
as a star and use it to fuel their greed, their malice. It's almost like one of 
those fantasy novels Izuku read so much in his childhood. Knights and 
dragons and princesses stuck in towers. 


Izuku is the furthest thing from a knight, but he won't run away from this. 
Izuku will get himself home eventually. For now, he has to make sure 
Kacchan's safe. 


He looks up at Yagi, his hands clenched into fists. “They will come looking 
for Kacchan again, right?” 


Yagi seems to hesitate. Seems to consider Izuku for far too long, far too 
closely. But Izuku holds fast, and the moment passes. He nods. “It's quite 
likely, yes. But there's no need to worry about that. We'll protect you.” 


Kacchan bristles. “You think you can keep us here?” 


Izuku shifts closer to him, gently pulling his hand away from Kacchan's 
hold so he can place it on his shoulder instead. He squeezes once, twice, 
until Kacchan finally turns to look at him. 


“Kacchan. We have to. We almost didn't make it out back there.” 


Kacchan only seems to get more worked up, a muscle in his jaw jumping 
as his shoulder tenses underneath Izuku's hand. “I'm not going to lie down 
and wait for them to come get me.” 
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And Izuku understands that. He does. He remembers the helplessness, 
remembers the feeling of hope slowly leaving his body, of knowing that 
there was nothing left he could do to save Kacchan. He doesn't want to 
experience that again. He won't. 


“We'll learn to protect ourselves. We won't let them get you,” Izuku says, 
because it's the only thing that makes sense. The only way to survive this. 
He turns back towards Yagi. “Please teach us.” 


One of the men steps forward. He has goggles over his eyes and rope around 
his hands—he must be the one who pulled them up onto the ship. He leans 
closer to Yagi, as if to whisper in his ear, but then Yagi holds his hand up, 
and he freezes in place. The whole crew does, and once again, Izuku 
wonders how so much power seems to reside in this sickly looking man, how 
so much respect seems to be placed upon his feet. 


“Tt will be difficult.” 


“Probably not as difficult as having no capability to do anything when they 
come for Kacchan again.” 


A moment passes, and another, and another, but Izuku does not take his 
words back. Eventually, Yagi smiles—a gentle lopsided thing that makes his 
head tilt with it. Izuku feels himself relaxing, shoulders sagging in relief 
even before Yagi speaks. 


“Alright. Welcome to the crew.” 


He feels Kacchan lean against him, and Izuku responds in kind. They made 
it out. And they'll make it out again and again and again, as long as it takes 


for Kacchan to be safe. 


Izuku's body aches for a week straight. It finds new ways to ache after that, 
but the pain becomes a little bit more bearable. 


It's Yagi's second-in-command who trains them most of the time, and 
Izuku discovers soon enough that Aizawa Shouta is a terrifying man. A 
good teacher though, considering his drastic improvement in swordfighting 
and passable progress in hand-to-hand. 


Aizawa pushes both Izuku and Kacchan to their limits, and then he pushes 
them a little bit more. They sleep tired and they wake up tired, and 
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sometimes, if they do well enough, if they reach a goal that Aizawa has set, 
he gives them some time to enjoy themselves. 


This time, they manage to trick Aizawa into a corner and disarm him, and 
it earns them a full night of rest. Earns most of the ship a night off it seems, 
with how everyone but the unfortunate skeleton crew on duty gathers on 
the deck. 


There's music playing, taken straight from Yagi's collection of records, the 
magnitude of which Izuku can only dream of perusing fully in his time on 
the ship. The bright tones of the violin fill the spaces between the murmurs 
of conversation and the wine-drunk laughter of the crew. With the sky 
stretching out all around them seemingly into infinity, Izuku can almost 
imagine that they're the only people left in the world. 


In the middle of the crowd, Kacchan is dancing with Yagi. Begrudgingly at 
first, protests grumbled under his breath when Yagi offered his hand out to 
Kacchan, but Izuku sees none of that resistance in him anymore. His steps 
are smooth, sure; sometimes, it almost seems as if he's the one leading Yagi 
instead of the other way around. A quick learner, Aizawa called him. It only 
makes sense that it would apply not just to fighting, but dancing too. 


Izuku takes another sip of his watered-down wine, pretends that it's the 
barely-there alcohol warming up his chest instead of the sight of Kacchan, 
dressed in a shade of blue brighter than the night sky, looking more relaxed 
than he ever has in the time that Izuku has known him. 


There's a hint of a smile on his face, so slight that Izuku wonders if it's a 
trick of the light. So slight, until it widens, until Kacchan starts to glow. 
Not enough that it hurts to look at him. He glows like the gentle morning 
sunlight that would stream into Izuku's room back home. Like the comfort 
of a fire during the winter. Like the warmth persisting in Izuku's chest, 
erupting into fireworks every time Kacchan grins at him over Aizawa's 
shoulder during training. 


Izuku barely even realizes he's moving until he's already at Yagi's shoulder, 
“Can I cut in?” 


Yagi turns to him, smiling. It's easy to smile back at him, with all this 
warmth in Izuku's chest. 


“Of course, my boy. Enjoy,” he says as he steps away. 
And then it's just Izuku and Kacchan. Just Kacchan glowing bright enough 


that Izuku can see the way his cheeks are tinted pink. 
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He holds one hand out in front of him, “Don't step on me.” 


“T'll try my best,” Izuku promises, taking Kacchan's hand in his and curling 
his other hand around Kacchan's waist. 


Izuku is still getting the hang of dancing. This isn't the same as the dancing 
that he and his mother do around their living room, isn't just swaying in 
place, twirling around for the sake of it. This is the careful structure of a 
box step, the now familiar one-two-three of the waltz. 


Daunting for someone like Izuku who has never had a reason to learn it. 
But when he dances with Kacchan, it's easier to bear, easier to enjoy. 


Then again, many things are easier with Kacchan by his side. Dancing, 
fighting, smiling. Being. 


“Kacchan?” 
Kacchan looks back at Izuku, “Hm?” 


“When all this is done, do you want to come with me and meet my 
mother?” 


Kacchan doesn't answer right away, but he doesn't miss a step, leading 
Izuku smoothly into the next one, and the next, and the next, until, “Yes,” 
he says. “I want to.” 


He seems to glow even brighter, and Izuku's smile only gets wider. 


“Soon, Kacchan. Let's go home soon.” 
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Izuku is a planner. An always-thinks-ten-steps-ahead planner, with 
notebooks full of ideas and sticky notes plastered to the walls and a 
calendar with bright red sharpie marks bleeding through the pages. 


So he’s not really sure how he missed this. 


“Oh no,” he says, staring at the aforementioned calendar with wide eyes. 
He zeros in on one particular date, circled several times with little poorly- 
drawn fireworks and stars next to it, with one simple word written inside: 


Tanabata!! 


Maybe it’s the fact that despite being a planner, he also has a tendency to 
get tunnel vision, and that he’d just started as a sidekick at a new agency a 
few months ago. It’s kind of taken all his attention as of late, so one can 
hardly blame him for forgetting about something like this. 


But still. 


“Oh no,” he repeats, talking to himself. He’d forgotten entirely about 
Tanabata, despite being ecstatic that he actually has the chance to go this 
year. And now it’s July 1st and he is completely unprepared. “I don’t even 
have a yukata, and I forgot to ask for time off, and - shit!” he swears. He 
didn’t used to, but he guesses Kacchan has rubbed off on him. 


Kacchan. The thought just stresses him out more. 


Things with Kacchan are... well. They’d be good, if they actually saw each 
other. But Izuku supposes that’s his own fault for avoiding him. He 
winces. They’d successfully repaired their relationship through blood, 
sweat, and tears during their time at U.A. and were finally friends again. 
And Izuku was happy - so, so happy that he could just... hang out with 
Kacchan. Just pop by his room and sit together and study, or play video 
games, or head to the gym and train. He felt so lucky that he could walk 
side-by-side with Kacchan, talking about everything and nothing, and it all 
felt so natural. He thought he’d never get to have that again, and yet he 
did. 


So of course Izuku had to go and ruin it. 


They’d just graduated, and the former class 3-A had one last party in the 
dorms to celebrate. Contraband booze was flowing freely and Kacchan had 
thrown an arm around Izuku’s shoulders, laughing, and just looked so 
happy and triumphant and Izuku had thought: J don’t ever want to imagine 
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my life without him in tt. 


And that was a relatively normal thought for Izuku, except now there was 
the very real possibility that his life would lack Kacchan in the future. Sure, 
they’d been accepted at the same agency, but that didn’t mean their lives 
would run parallel forever. Kacchan could move agencies, or cities, or 
countries in pursuit of his career and Izuku would be left behind - again. 
And Izuku was suddenly gripped with such a visceral fear that shocked him 
to his very core. Kacchan had always been there, by his side - even when 
they weren’t talking, they went to the same school, lived in the same 
neighborhood. Suddenly all of that could change, and Izuku couldn’t do 
anything about it. 


Izuku was practically on the verge of a panic attack, and Kacchan, still with 
his arm wrapped around his childhood friend, furrowed his brow. “Nerd, 
what’s gotten into you?” And he’d leaned in close, blush pink and pretty 
on his cheeks from the alcohol, and Izuku had his second earth-shattering 
revelation of the night: 


I think I’m in love with Kacchan. 


It shouldn’t have come as a surprise, really. He’d always looked up to him, 
admired him, longed for him in a way that was always more than platonic. 
He just never imagined it would actually be romantic. For some reason, the 
thought of loving Kacchan in that way had never crossed his mind - but 
now that it had, it was all he could think about. 


And instead of acting like a hero - brave and bold - he acted like a complete 
coward. 


He’d made up some excuse - something about having too much to drink 
(which in fairness was probably true) - and slipped out from under 
Kacchan’s arm and hightailed it back to his dorm. He’d spent the rest of 
the night screaming into his pillow and having a veritable crisis, because of 
course after he’d spent years repairing his relationship with Kacchan he’d 
have to go and do something to mess it up. Of course he had to go and fall 
for the one person he couldn’t afford to lose. 


The one person who would never love him back. 


He couldn’t lose Kacchan, he just couldn’t. And he knew that now that 
he’d recognized his feelings, they’d show plain as day on his face - and 
Kacchan wasn’t an idiot. He’d know, and then Izuku would lose him for 
good. So until he could get a hold on his emotions, he couldn’t see 
Kacchan. A decent plan, right? 


Except it’s been four months now and Izuku is still avoiding him. 


They see each other at the agency, of course. They both work there; it 

would be impossible not to. But they don’t hang out anymore, or even 

really text that often. Izuku’s all but ghosted Kacchan - something he’s 
sure the latter has noticed, especially given his pissed off attitude lately. 
Well, more pissed off than usual, anyway. 
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And now Tanabata. 


It’s been years since he’s been able to go. Between summer training at 
U.A., dealing with the League of Villains, and internships at agencies, he 
hasn’t gone once since middle school. Which also means he hasn’t been 
since he and Kacchan started being friends again. 


They used to go together nearly every year as kids - even after the bullying 
started. Their parents were still friends, so they wanted to go as a group, 
and they lugged their kids along after them. Kacchan would always put up 
a fuss, but in the end they’d end up having a blast, stuffing their faces with 
treats and watching the fireworks explode in the sky. Izuku has always 
looked back on those moments fondly, especially when he and Kacchan were 
at their worst. ‘They’d stopped doing it during middle school, when things 
took a turn for the worse, but Izuku never stopped dreaming he’d have the 
chance to go with him again. 


Now he actually has the opportunity, but he’s too terrified to do anything 
about it. 


“Oh God,” he mutters to himself. Whipping out his phone, he dials the 
number of the only person he can think of to help him out of his mess, and 
prays it’s not too late to fix things. 


me 


“So what’s the emergency, Deku?” 


Ochako sits across from him on the couch, confusion etched in her features 
and a cup of tea in her hands - something Izuku hastily prepared while he 
was waiting for her to show up. She looks perfectly poised and composed, 
the complete opposite of how Izuku feels right now. 


He takes a deep breath. Okay, he can do this. Ochako is his friend, and 
she’d never judge him for anything, and if any of his friends could help him 
with this, it would be her. Tenya would just miss the mark entirely, and 
Shouto is... Shouto. 


“Well, you know how Tanabata is coming up...” 
“Mm hmm?” she hums, drinking a sip of her tea. 


“well I forgot about it and I’m completely unprepared and also 
IthinkI’minlovewithKacchan.” 


Ochako chokes on her tea, eyes bulging. Izuku quickly takes it from her, 
patting her on the back as she coughs. “I’m sorry, what?” she wheezes. 


Izuku takes another deep breath, setting the tea down on the coffee table 
before fiddling with his hands. “I’m... are you surprised?” 


Ochako rolls her eyes. “That you’re in love with him? No. That you 
haven’t already asked him? Yes.” 
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Izuku blinks. “Wait, what?” 


“T mean, it’s obvious, yeah? It’s been obvious. Even when I was crushing 
on you, I knew you only had eyes for him -” 


“_ Wait, you had a crush on me? -” 


“_ but I kind of assumed you were going to Tanabata together. I mean, you 
were so close during third year. I think everyone assumed you were already 
dating, but didn’t want to say anything.” 


Izuku can’t help it - he laughs. “Me? Dating Kacchan? Ochako, he would 
never.” 


Ochako looks at him like he’s stupid. “You’re kidding, right?” 
No 


She sighs. “Deku, that boy is over the moon for you. There’s no way he 
hasn’t been in love with you for ages.” 


Now it’s Izuku’s turn to choke. “You’ve got to be joking.” 


“How can you not see it?” She leans back on the couch. “I mean, everyone 
Ise did” y ) y 
else did. 


His head is reeling. Kacchan? Like him? There’s no way. It just isn’t an 
option. He’s lucky enough to be his friend, to imagine more - ? No. No 
way. 


Ochako sighs again. “Please tell me you’re at least going to ask him to go 
with you now. It’s late, but he might not have plans yet.” 


“Ochako, I can’t.” Izuku shakes his head. “Besides, I’ve... kind of been 
avoiding him,” he mumbles. 


Ochako stares at him. “What.” 


“T just... after I realized my feelings, I knew he’d be able to figure it out if 
we hung out and stuff, so -” 


Ochako throws her head back with a groan. “Deku, you can be so stupid 
sometimes.” 


“Hey! yp) 


“Text him right now and ask to meet up,” she says, glaring at him. “You’re 
gonna apologize for being so MIA and then you’re gonna ask him to go with 
you to the festival.” 


|” 


“Ochako, I haven’t even asked for time off yet, or gotten anything to wear- 


She pinches the bridge of her nose. “I - you know what, it’s fine, I'll handle 
it. Just text him and ask, okay?” 


Her look brokers no argument, so with a nervous gulp he pulls out his 
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phone. He stares at the contact - nicknamed “Kacchan<3” in his phone 
because he’s a loser - and takes a deep breath before shakily typing out his 
message. 


Hi, Kacchan! I know this is a little out of the blue but... 


No less than a few seconds after he sends the message, his phone vibrates. 
He jumps, frantically checking the screen. 


Out with it, nerd. 

Oh God, he responded immediately! He looks up to Ochako for guidance. 
“Ask him!” 

“Okay, okay!” He types out his next message. 

Would you like to meet up for lunch tomorrow? ? 


“Specify where, Deku,” Ochako chides. He jumps. He hadn’t noticed she’d 
moved, and now she’s peeking over his shoulder and reading his messages. 
He can’t even be mad about it, considering he’s too chickenshit to do this 
alone. 


At that cafe you like? 


He doesn’t have to wait long for the next response, either. 
OK. 


Izuku stares at his messages. 


That’s all it says. He feels a bit 
disappointed, but Kacchan has 
never been a big texter, and he 
has been ignoring him lately. It 
makes sense that he’d be a little 
cold. 


“Chin up, Deku!” Ochako says 
brightly. “You have a date 
tomorrow!” 


He can feel his cheeks heat. “It’s 
not a date!” he yelps. 


“Well, if all goes well tomorrow, 
you'll have one in a few days!” 
She pumps her fist in the air, 
grinning. 


Izuku sighs, nerves already 
churning in his stomach about 
talking to Kacchan tomorrow. 


He hopes Kacchan isn’t too mad. 
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Izuku can tell from the carefully blank face he wears when he strolls into 
the café. Kacchan is five minutes early - ever punctual - but Izuku has been 
sitting here for nearly twenty, worried he’d somehow end up late. He’d been 
too nervous to eat anything, and made the mistake of ordering a coffee. 
That only made him more jittery, and he notices when Kacchan’s eyes zero 
in on his twitchy hands fiddling with a sugar packet on the table. Izuku 
quickly pulls them into his lap. 


Kacchan is definitely mad. 


Kacchan sits down with a huff. He rests his arms across the back of the 
booth, seemingly relaxing into his seat, but Izuku knows him better - it’s 
forced. Kacchan is anything but relaxed. “So?” 


“Um,” Izuku laughs nervously. “What do you mean?” 
“Why’d you ask me out?” 


Izuku knows he doesn’t mean it that way, knows he just meant out to this 
café, but it still has his heart beating faster. “W-well, I just wanted to hang 
out, you know? We haven’t seen each other in a while...” Izuku winces. 
That’s his fault. 


Kacchan frowns. “Yeah, I know,” he says, and there’s a bit of a bite to it. 
Then he sighs. “Why here, anyway?” 


Because I need to be in a public place or I might actually start crying if you 
say no, Izuku thinks. “B-because my apartment is, uh, really messy!” He 
winces, knowing it sounds like the lie it is. Well, sort of. It 7s actually 
messy. 


“Your place is always messy,” Kacchan says, rolling his eyes. “Not that I 
can judge your new place, given I haven’t actually seen it.” 


Oh God. Kacchan is really mad. Passive-aggressive Kacchan is even worse 
than aggressive-aggressive Kacchan. Therapy and anger management had 
done wonders for him, but Izuku supposes that fire would never quite be put 
out - though he wouldn’t have it any other way. “Sorry...” 


Kacchan rolls his eyes again. “‘S fine, whatever.” It clearly wasn’t, but he 
thankfully changed the subject. “Let’s order.” 


Izuku nods. Kacchan doesn’t question that he’s already had a drink, but 
Izuku still makes sure to order a decaf tea when their waitress comes along. 
He’s anxious enough as it is. 


It takes Kacchan a minute, but soon he seems relaxed, laughing at Izuku’s 
nervous jokes and snorting when Izuku knocks over his empty coffee cup by 
gesticulating too intensely while chatting about a villain he’d apprehended 
the other day. Izuku smiles. He’s really, really glad - it looks like he hasn’t 
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completely ruined things with Kacchan after all, despite his shitty behavior. 


“So...” Izuku starts, gathering his courage. He can’t afford to lose his nerve 
now. “I, um, wanted to ask you something...” 


Kacchan visibly tenses. “Oh?” he asks, sounding casual in a way that’s 
clearly forced. “What did you want to ask me?” 


Izuku takes a deep breath. He can do this. He can do this! It’s just a few 
simple words, and he can brush it off as them going just as friends to catch 
up if he needs to! He can do this. 


“Kacchan, will you - ” 


“Here’s your order!” The waitress smiles brightly at them, setting down two 
drinks - Izuku’s tea and Kacchan’s coffee. “Let me know if you need 
anything else!” 


Kacchan turns towards her, glaring. “We’re good. Go.” 


She blinks at him, probably stunned at his rudeness. “O...okay...” She 
wanders off, muttering something under her breath about shitty customers. 
Which, fair. 


Kacchan turns back towards Izuku, his full attention on him. “You were 
saying?” 

go) oe 2 

He can’t focus, not with Kacchan’s eyes staring so intently at him, not with 
the way Kacchan looks as he leans forward with one elbow on the table for 


support. He looks amazing today, even in just a simple tight black t-shirt - 
but then again, he always does. 


“T... was just going to ask if you wanted to spar sometime soon!” Izuku 
cringes internally. Good job, Izuku, he thinks. You had one job! 


Kacchan droops a little bit, and if Izuku didn’t know better he’d almost say 
he’s disappointed. “Sure.” 


“O-Okay, cool!” 


Kacchan runs a hand through his hair. He has a small frown on his lips, 
and he’s not looking at Izuku. “Listen, I promised ’'d meet up with Shitty 
Hair and Raccoon Eyes, so I gotta go. See you later, Deku.” He throws 
down a wad of bills on the table and stands up. 


“But wait! You haven’t even touched your... coffee...” he trails off. Kacchan 
is already out the door. What was that all about? 


I guess Kacchan was more mad at me than he let on... 


= 
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After being thoroughly chewed out by an irate Ochako, she’d agreed to go 
to the festival with him and Tenya and Shouto (probably because he cried 
about it until she said yes). He’s disappointed he chickened out of asking 

Kacchan, but this will be nice too - he hasn’t gotten a ton of opportunities 
to hang out as a group with them since they all started working as heroes. 


He’d managed (with Ochako’s help) to get a nice looking yukata for the 
event and time off from work, and now he’s standing in front of the mirror, 
fiddling with his hair and straightening out his outfit as he nervously waits 
for his friends to arrive. 


What if I see Kacchan there? What if I look dumb in my yukata? Oh God, 
what if I eat yakitori and I get some stuck in my teeth - 


“Tzuku, we’re here!” Shouto calls, shocking him out of his anxiety spiral. He 
half regrets giving his friend a spare key to his place, but he knows that in 
his line of work it’s smart to have someone who can check up on you if you 
need it. 


“Coming!” he yells back, and fusses with his hair for a few more seconds 
before giving up, resigned to the fact that his hair simply cannot be tamed. 
Whatever. 


Their trip to the festival is uneventful. Shouto and Izuku chat about work 
for a bit, and Ochako and Tenya make eyes at each other the whole time, 
but that’s par for the course. When they finally arrive, Izuku smiles - he 
really 7s happy to finally get to go to Tanabata again. 


“T’m excited, guys! Where to?” he asks the group. 


“You’re going to have so much fun, Izuku,” Ochako smiles. Something 
about her tone of voice seems... off, but he doesn’t question it. “We should 
get some food, I’m starved! Izuku, will you grab me some takoyaki at the 
stall over there?” She points to a food stall a little ways down. 


“Sure!” he says, and jogs over to get her some. He buys another for him 
too, since it looks so delicious, and makes his way back to his friends. 


“Okay, so where are we going - ?” He stops, looking around in confusion. 
His friends are nowhere to be found. 


“Um, guys?” 


He looks around frantically, but it’s crowded and he can’t seem to find them 
anywhere. He’s pulling out his phone to call Ochako, starting to walk down 
the street in the hopes of finding them, when he bumps head-first into a 
stranger. 


“Oh my God, I’m so so -” he cuts off. 
Because that’s not a stranger - it’s Kacchan. 


He looks amazing, dressed in a sleek, muted orange yukata with a simple 
white pattern on it. The color should be hard to pull off, but somehow 
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Kacchan manages it, looking absolutely stunning in the warm afternoon 
light. 


“Watch it - ! Oh, it’s you,” Kacchan says, annoyance giving way to 
surprise. For a moment he just looks stunned, looking Izuku up and down 
in a way that has Izuku’s cheeks heating. He knew it, the yukata was too 
much, and his hair probably looked ridiculous - 


“You look... good,” he says softly, eyes fond. “Didn’t know you’d be here.” 


Izuku is certain his face is beet-red by now. “Th-thank you! Um, you look 
good, too.” 


Katsuki snorts. “The old hag forced me to wear this. Something about 
looking presentable for the festival.” 


“Well, you definitely look presentable!” Oh God, someone shut Izuku up 
right now. “I - I mean, um, I didn’t know you’d be here either!” 


“T was here with Shitty Hair and the others,” he says, then his eyebrows 
pinch in annoyance. “Some friends they are, fuckin’ ditched me 
immediately.” 


All of a sudden it clicks, and Ochako’s strange tone and words make sense. 
Izuku groans. This was a setup! “Yeah, my friends left me too...” 


Kacchan pauses. “Do you... want to walk around together, or something?” 
he asks hesitantly - like Izuku would say no. Izuku feels a pang in his chest 
when he realizes that Kacchan only sounds uncertain because [zuku made 
him feel that way, like he wouldn’t jump at the chance to hang out with 
him... though he can’t blame him, after he ignored him for months on end. 


“Yeah!” Izuku says, a little too quickly. “I - I mean, sure, yeah.” Then he 
remembers the takoyaki in his hands. “Oh! Ochako asked me to get some, 
but she left... Do you want one?” 


““M not gonna say no to free food,” he huffs out, but grabs the proffered 
takoyaki with a grin. “Thanks.” 


Izuku smiles. “Yeah, of course.” 


They walk around the festival, chatting and talking as they go. To Izuku’s 
surprise, it doesn’t feel awkward like he thought it would - it’s the same as 
normal. Natural, comfortable, like they just... fit. Izuku was so caught up 
in his fear of making things awkward with his feelings that he’d gone and 
done the very thing he was worried about, when in reality nothing would 
have changed. He supposes it makes sense - he’s probably been in love with 
Kacchan his whole life, after all. 


They’re passing some of the stalls when one catches Izuku’s eye, and he 
gasps. 


“Oh! Kacchan!” Izuku says excitedly, tugging on Kacchan’s sleeve and 
pointing towards one of the booths. “Let’s go do goldfish scooping!” 
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Kacchan scoffs, rolling his eyes. “Are you serious, Deku? That shit’s for 
kids.” 


Izuku pouts. “Come on, Kacchan! We used to do it all the time!” 
“Yeah, when we were kids!” 


Izuku knows - that’s why he wants to do it. Every year they went to 
Tanabata as children, they’d go to the goldfish scooping stall and play. It 
was usually a competition - courtesy of Kacchan - and Izuku always lost, 
but he usually didn’t mind. Izuku smiles, thinking back on it fondly. 


“Wow, Kacchan’s amazing!” Izuku cried, watching as Kacchan seemed to 
effortlessly swipe fish into his bowl. “You have so many!” 
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Kacchan puffed his chest out proudly. “That’s ‘cause I’m awesome.” He 
peeked into Izuku’s own bowl. “And you have none!” Kacchan snickered. 
“You’re such a Deku.” 


Izuku frowned. “I can’t help it, Kacchan, the scooper keeps breaking!” 


“You’re not being careful enough. And you’re going too slow! Here, watch.” 
He dipped his scooper back in the water and quickly snatched up another 


fish. 


“Wow!” Izuku said, eyes wide. Then he looked at his own bowl, empty. “I 
wish I had a fish...” 


“Ugh,” Kacchan said, rolling his eyes. “Here. I guess you can have one of 
mine.” He plopped one of the little shining fish into Izuku’s bowl. 
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Izuku gasped, eyes tearing up. He threw his arms around his best friend. 
“Kacchan, thank you!” 


“Hey, get off, I’m gonna drop all my fish!” 


“Earth to Deku?” Kacchan says, waving his hand in front of Izuku’s face. 
Izuku blinks, startled. “Jeez, you’re such a space cadet.” 


“Oh, sorry!” Izuku chuckles. “I was just thinking about how much fun we 
used to have doing this...” 


Kacchan smirks. “I certainly remember having fun kicking your ass at it.” 


Izuku gasps, mock-offended, then realizes something. He grins. “I bet you 
can’t beat me now.” 


That makes Kacchan stop in his tracks. “That’s playing dirty,” he warns, 
voice low. 


“T bet I can catch more fish than you -” 


Kacchan is already in line. “Like hell you can!” 


me 


Kacchan does win, but Izuku doesn’t even mind. He’d had too much fun 
playing stupid, childish games with his best friend, enoying the festival like 
they used to when they were kids. And if Kacchan had put his arms 
around Izuku to fix his goldfish-catching posture and “show a nerd like you 
how to suck less” and Izuku had nearly gone up in flames, well. Bonus. 


They waste the day away like that, eating delicious, oily food and winning 
kids’ games and talking and laughing and just... having an amazing time. 
Izuku can’t remember the last time he’s been so happy, and all of a sudden 
he remembers that he’d been ghosting the very person he was having such a 
blast with. He stops mid-sentence and looks down at his feet, guilty. He 
suddenly feels naked without his red shoes, having been forced into geta by 
Ochako. 


Kacchan seems to notice his morose expression, poking at his arm. “What’s 
with you, nerd?” 


Izuku bites his lip, looking back up at Kacchan. “Kacchan, I’m really sorry 
for avoiding you.” 


Kacchan stops his poking. “So you admit you were avoiding me.” 
“T... Yeah,” he admits. 


“...Why?” Kacchan asks, and he just looks so - so hurt that it breaks Izuku’s 

heart. But Izuku can’t tell him the truth, Kacchan would hate him, but 

he’d also know if he lied. 

“T - I don’t want to talk about it,” Izuku says, looking down and fiddling 
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with his obi. 
He hears Kacchan growl. “Seriously?” 


“Look, it’s just - ! It was stupid, and I’m really sorry. You have every right 
to be mad at me still, or hate me, or -” 


“Stupid nerd,” Kacchan mutters. “I don’t hate you. I could never hate 
you.” 


Something sticks in Izuku’s chest. He thinks of harsh words, sparking fists, 
burned notebooks. He thinks of how much things have changed. 


“... That means a lot. Thank you, Kacchan.” 
““S whatever,” Kacchan mumbles. “Besides, I’ve done a lot worse.” 
“ Kacchan,” Izuku chides. “That was years ago.” 


“Yeah, well.” Kacchan shrugs. “Gonna be making up for it most of my life, 
huh?” 


Izuku shakes his head. “You know I forgave you years ago.” He bumps 
Kacchan’s shoulder with his own. “So? Are we okay?” 


“Yeah,” Kacchan says gruffly. “We’re okay.” Then he pokes Izuku again, 
this time in the chest, sending him off-balance. “But that fuckin’ sucked, so 
you'd better not do it again!” 


Izuku laughs. “Never, Kacchan.” 


They spend the rest of their time catching up about work and what they’d 
missed in the past few months. Kacchan apparently has a nice apartment, 
which Izuku agrees to go visit sometime soon, and he’s thinking about 
adopting a cat. 


“So there’s someone there for me when I get home,” he explains. “It’s... 
weird, living on my own now.” 


Izuku can second that. He hates living alone. He really wishes he’d asked 
to move in with one of his friends. A small part of him wonders if maybe he 
and Kacchan could live together now, but he squashes it immediately. He 
doesn’t need to panic every time he sees Kacchan in nothing but a towel. 


Oh God, now he’s thinking of Kacchan in nothing but a towel. Abort, 
abort, abort - 


“Deku?” Kacchan asks. “I swear, your head is in the clouds even more than 
usual today.” 


“Uh, haha, yeah!” he says. He suddenly realizes how dark it’s gotten. 
“Kacchan!” he gasps. “We still haven’t written our wishes!” 


“Let’s go, then,” he says, grabbing Izuku’s hand and tugging him along. 
Izuku can’t help the way his face flames, eyes glued to their hands. 
Kacchan just... grabbed his hand, just like that. A pipe dream years ago, 
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and yet he took it so naturally now. 
I really am so lucky. 


They make it to the nearby shrine, which is nearly empty - most people 
have gone to get good spots for the fireworks by now - and hurry to the 
Tanabata tree. Izuku goes to grab a tanzaku to write his wish on, but stops 
when he notices his hand is still held in Kacchan’s grasp. 


“Um, Kacchan...” he says, staring at their hands. 


Kacchan looks confused until he follows his gaze, then immediately lets go. 
“Right. Sorry,” he says, and Izuku swears he’s imagining the faint blush on 
Kacchan’s cheeks - a trick of the light, perhaps. “Alright, nerd, make your 
wish.” 


“T have to think of one!” 
“Well, think fast, we’re going to miss the fireworks.” 


Izuku hums, pondering. He knows what he really wants to wish for, but... 
it’s a selfish wish. He should wish for something like his mother to have 
good health, or his friends to be happy, or... something. But instead, all he 
can think of is one thing. 


I want to be together with Kacchan. 


He doesn’t care how. He just wants him there - as a friend, a rival... he 
dares not hope for more. But he knows that, no matter what, he can’t 
imagine his life without Kacchan in it. And he doesn’t ever want to. 


Izuku hastily scribbles his wish down on the colorful slip of paper, tying it 
carefully to the bamboo tree. As soon as he’s done, he looks over at 
Kacchan, who is still staring at his own. 


“You said to be quick, and yet you’re taking longer than me!” Izuku laughs. 
He leans over Kacchan’s shoulder, trying to sneak a peek at his wish. 


“Hey! Back off, you shitty nerd,” Kacchan says, batting him away with one 
hand. “I’m almost done, jeez.” He stares at his tanzaku a few seconds 
longer before taking out his pen and writing something down that Izuku 
can’t see, and then ties it next to Izuku’s. “Alright, let’s go.” 


They’ve been walking for a few minutes when Izuku frowns. “Wait, 
Kacchan, where are we going? This isn’t the way back to the festival...” 


“You'll see,” Kacchan says, smirking. “Come on, we’re almost there.” 


Izuku follows Kacchan, confused but curious, until they make it to a small 
clearing not too far from the temple. There’s a river nearby, and Izuku feels 
a sense of familiarity he can’t quite place - until it clicks. 


“Kacchan, is this -” 


“Took you long enough,” he scoffs, but he still grins proudly. “It’s been 
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awhile, yeah?” 


That it has. ‘They’re standing in the spot they used to go to every year as 
kids - a place Kacchan dubbed “the best place to watch the fireworks” when 
they were younger. It looks a little different now - fewer trees, more 
overgrowth - but it’s undeniably the same place. Izuku feels a rush of 
fondness that Kacchan remembers something like this. Sometimes Izuku 
thinks he’s the only one who valued their childhood together - he’s glad to 
realize he was mistaken. 


As they’re standing there, waiting for the fireworks to start, Izuku is all of a 
sudden hit with the realization that they’re actually alone now. Before, 
they were surrounded by people - at the festival, at the café a week ago, 
even the shrine had a few people lingering - but now they were really, truly 
alone. Izuku isn’t even sure how long it’s been since that’s been true. It 
sends a wave of nerves through him, mild nausea pooling in his gut, and 
Izuku desperately searches for a topic of conversation - because if he doesn’t 
distract himself, he’s pretty sure he’s going to explode. Kacchan is standing 
so close to him, and he’s so gorgeous in the moonlight, and it takes 
everything in Izuku to keep from leaning over and kissing him right then 
and there. 


44 a) 
Uh, um... 
Kacchan raises an eyebrow at him. “Yeah?” 


“Well!” Izuku says, laughing nervously. He looks up at the sky, at the stars. 
“You know the legend of Orihime and Hikoboshi?” 


Kacchan looks unimpressed. “Deku, did you forget what festival we’re at?” 


“No no, I know! I just mean... I don’t know. I think it’s pretty beautiful,” 
he says, and then looks back at Kacchan. But his stare is too much for 
him, too intense, red eyes boring into him, so he stares out at the river 
instead. “Two people finding a way to be together no matter what.” 


“Deku, what are you talking about?” 

“T just... | don’t know.” 

Kacchan frowns. “You’ve been kinda weird lately.” 

That was an understatement. “I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t apologize, idiot. I’m just worried about you.” 

Izuku chokes out a laugh. “I’m fine, Kacchan. Don’t worry about me.” 


“Famous last words,” Kacchan mutters under his breath, but lets it go. 
“Hey, listen. I have something important I wanted to ask you.” 


Izuku’s heart beats faster. “Something important?” 


“Yeah,” Kacchan says, stepping towards Izuku. They’re close, now, maybe 
two feet apart. “Izuku...” 
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His first name? Oh my God. “Y-yeah?” 
“Will you be my...” 
Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God - 


“..hero partner?” 


Oh. 
Oh. 


Izuku is - feeling a lot of things, all at once. First - elation! Kacchan wants 
to be his hero partner! It’s all Izuku’s wanted his whole damn life, and now 
it could finally be a reality. And now Izuku doesn’t have to worry about his 
and Kacchan’s lives taking different directions - they’ll be walking the same 
path together, hand in hand. 


But on the other hand... Izuku had actually let himself believe, for one small 
moment, that Kacchan might actually love him back. 


And he doesn’t. 


“T -” Tzuku starts, and then chokes on a sob. Oh no, oh no, is he crying?! 
But he can’t seem to stop, the tears flowing freely. “K-Kacchan...” 


“Holy fuck, are you okay?!” Kacchan asks, eyes wide and fearful. His hands 
hover awkwardly around Izuku, like he wants to give comfort but doesn’t 
know if he’s allowed. “Shit, what happened?” 


“N-nothing! ’m - ’m happy!” Izuku says, sobbing. Yeah, that probably 
doesn’t sound very convincing. 


“You’re crying,” Kacchan says, dumbfounded. “I - I thought you’d be 
excited! I thought - I thought you wanted this too, and instead you’re 
fucking sobbing like I just told you your mom died -” 


“T am excited! I just - I just thought you were going to say something else-” 
Kacchan pauses. “Wait, what?” 

Polite 

“N-nothing -” 


“No, what did you think I was going to say?” Kacchan asks, eyes serious. 
Izuku tries to look away, to break the stare, but Kacchan gently - 
impossibly gently - grips his chin and turns his face back to his own. 
Izuku’s heart aches. “Jzuku.” His first name again. “What did you think I 
was going to say?” 


And this is it. He can’t redirect, can’t change the subject - he’s trapped. 
Kacchan will know if he lies, and Izuku knows he won’t back down. He has 
no choice but to tell the truth - damning as it may be. 
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“T thought,” Izuku starts, a fresh wave of tears forming in his eyes, “that 
you were going to say you felt the same way as me.” 


Kacchan drops his hand from Izuku’s chin, and the loss burns. He looks 
shocked. “The same... Deku, how do you feel about me?” 


This is it. No turning back now. 

Izuku feels like he’s going to throw up. 

“T love you.” 

Kacchan just - stares at him. “But you - you were avoiding me for months!” 


“Yeah, because I was afraid you’d hate me if you knew, and I’m shit at 
keeping secrets from you!” Izuku yells, tears splashing on the ground. “And 
you do now, don’t you?! You hate me -” 


“You’re such an idiot,” Kacchan growls, running a hand through his hair 
with a noise of frustration. He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath - then 
looks into Izuku’s eyes, cupping his face. “I don’t hate you. I love you.” 
And before Izuku can say a word, he pulls him forwards. 


And... 
Oh. 
Oh, wow. 


When Kacchan’s lips press against his own, he could swear his heart stops 
beating for a moment. It’s so soft, so gentle, so - loving, a side of Kacchan 
people rarely get to see. But it’s real, and he’s here, standing with Izuku in 
the moonlight, pressing kisses so tender to Izuku’s lips that Izuku thinks he 
might really die. But he doesn’t - instead, he reaches up to grip Kacchan’s 
shoulders, kissing him back again, and again, and again. 


It’s damn near perfect. 


Izuku doesn’t know how long they would’ve stood there, kissing each other 
soundly, if it weren’t for the first fireworks going off and startling them 
both. But instead of looking out at the fireworks, Kacchan just leans his 
forehead against Izuku’s, staring fondly at him, expression so soft Izuku 
thinks he might cry again. Instead he just stares right back, unable to look 
away. 


“You love me?” 
“Yes, you dumbass,” Kacchan says, but there’s a smile on his lips. 


“T - Pve loved you my whole life, I think,” Izuku says. “I didn’t realize it 
until graduation, but - I think I’ve loved you forever.” 


“Me too,” Kacchan says softly. “Since we were brats. But I didn’t know it 
until we’d defeated All for One, and you were standing there, and just - the 
only thing that mattered to me was that you were okay.” 
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“You’ve known for that long?” 


Kacchan nods. “I thought you didn’t feel the same,” he admits. “So I 
never planned on saying anything. I thought when you started avoiding me 
that you just... wanted me out of your life for good.” 


“Kacchan, I could never,” Izuku says, gripping tighter at his shoulders. “I 
was just afraid.” 


“T know.” 


Another set of fireworks goes off, and this time they both turn to look. 
Kacchan wraps an arm around Izuku’s shoulders, and Izuku snakes his own 
around his waist, resting his head against Kacchan’s. The fireworks are 
beautiful, lighting up the night sky with colorful explosions, and Izuku lets 


out a happy sigh. 
“You know, Kacchan, I think my wish came true.” 
Kacchan presses a gentle kiss to the crown of Izuku’s head. 


“You know what? Me too.” 
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GOOD NIGHT, 


IZUKU 


GOOD NIGHT, 
MOM 


YOU'RE A WONDERFUL BOY, 
IF YOU WANT IT WITH ALL YOUR MIGHT, 
I'M SURE YOU WILL FIND A GOOD FRIEND 


IF I WANT IT WITH 
ALL MY MIGHT... 


I WISH THAT 
WAS SO 


I AM YOUR ey 
NEW BEST FRIEND! / . 


WHOO, WHO ARE me?) 


YOU ASKED ME 
A FEW HOURS AGO 


HOW FAST HE 
GOT OUT OF 
THE WINDOW 


Clair + Vega 
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He was born in a flash. An explosion of stardust, and he appeared. The 
galaxy was silent until his arrival. 


Stars were once drops of milk spilled from the heavens, nourishment from 
the great Mother of the sky. The first lights in the universe, illuminating the 
vastness of space. None spoke a word, for they did not know how. 


Time had yet to exist. Everything was slow. Everything was fast. The birth 
of a star lasted as long as an ocean sighed. An inaudible bang preceded a 
dazzling entrance. 


Katsuki was no different. His beginnings were unremarkable. Born upon the 
shore of a heavenly river, he glowed just as those surrounding him. Warm 
and golden with a core of pure white. However, as time that was not yet 
slow and not yet fast moved forward, so too did Katsuki. 


He grew bigger, brighter, until no star rivaled his shine. His light guided 
other bodies to the river. Some stayed, some traveled onward. Soon, he 
became a beacon. Not just to the stars, but to a new form of being. That 
which had life, had a soul. That which was called “Man.” 

Katsuki had no interest in Man, but creatures that had souls gained ties to 
the stars. He was powerless to stop the wishes and prayers offered to him 
every night. Voices sang praises to their beloved star, and eventually, the 
tradition spread. What was once an empty, silent sky became an ever- 
expanding assembly of constellations. 


Soon, a new form of heavenly body appeared. 


ae 


The creation of time had been a mistake. Katsuki was sure of this more 
than anything. While creatures with souls complained that it moved too 
slowly, Katsuki wished time would grant him such a courtesy. 


Another year had passed on Earth, far too soon for his liking. For a star 
that had lived as long as he, a year passed quicker than a comet burned. 
When Katsuki closed his eyes, he could hear the innumerable voices of Man. 


“Well wishes to you, Kacchan.” 


*141* 


His ear prickled to the sickly sweet voice rocking against the river’s current. 
Creaking wood bounced atop the waves as pale, calloused hands tied the 
end of a rope to the dock beside Katsuki’s resting place. A pair of geta 
sandals clicked against the dock as a young man in a simple robe stepped 
out of his boat. He tipped the brim of his straw hat upward, revealing wide 
eyes and a charming grin. 


“It’s the start of your festival today, isn’t it?” the man asked. 
“Not mine,” Katsuki growled, “theirs. I didn’t agree to be the center of this 
stupid holiday.” 


The boatman chuckled, scratching his head with the end of a bamboo 
paddle. “Of course not. But it can’t be all bad, can it? Miss Ochako seems 
to enjoy the celebration. Although, I think she favors the mochi dumplings 
more than anything.” 


“If she can ignore the rest of this pointlessness, then good for her. It’s a 
waste to me.” 


With a huff, Katsuki turned his back to the river. Unclaimed offerings lay 
strewn around him, from wishes on tanzaku to delicious confections, tea 
leaves and paper dolls, even handcrafted pots and jewelry. 


The young man on the dock stared at the lavish amount of gifts in awe. “I 
don’t understand how you could want to throw all this away, Kacchan—” 


“You need to stop calling me that, Deku,” Katsuki snapped. Fingers dug 
into his bicep as he crossed his arms. “Remember my actual damn name.” 


“Only if you remember mine is ‘Izuku.’” 


Katsuki looked over his shoulder, ready to glare at him, but Izuku had 
vanished. His bamboo paddle had fallen to the ground without a noise. An 
empty boat rattled alone against the dock, waiting for a traveler in need of 
its service. 


And yet, despite his solitude, Katsuki found no peace and quiet as Tanabata 


continued on Earth. 


“Please watch your step,” Izuku said to a passenger disembarking from his 
ferry. He held their hand, guiding them down until their feet touched the 
sky. The heavenly body bowed in gratitude before shooting across space in a 
ball of light. 


Katsuki rolled over and tried returning to his interrupted nap. 


“Kacchan! Another year’s gone by already.” 
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Apparently, the nap would have to wait. 


“You just have to point it out every time, don’t you?” Katsuki grumbled as 
he sat up. 


Izuku laughed from his boat. “Sorry. It just feels like so long since I’ve seen 
you. I suppose time moves differently for someone like me.” 


Katsuki made a guttural noise in his throat. He never bothered to ask who 
Izuku was or where he came from, because it didn’t matter to him. There 
was no need to understand beyond the fact that someone needed to row 
heavenly bodies across the Milky Way, and Izuku had been made for the 
job. Literally. 


“By the way,” Izuku continued, “Miss Ochako told me more about Tanabata 
when I saw her on the other side! She said you both have been gifted names 
by Man. From what I hear, it’s a great honor. If I recall, it’s Vega and 
Altair, right?” 

It was the fastest Katsuki had ever moved. His hand twisted into the 
celestial fabric of Izuku’s robe, lifting his feet from the floor of the boat. 
Katsuki dangled him like a cloth hanging from a weave. Izuku’s empty, 
weightless body was effortless to hold. 


“My name is Katsuki,” he rumbled. “No one can take that away from me. 
Not you, and not Man.” 


Izuku’s bright eyes twinkled under Katsuki’s light. He nodded, unwavering, 
understanding. 


“IT see,” he replied. “Well, until next time, Kacchan.” 


Izuku vanished once more, only a memory Katsuki would loathe, a bad 
taste he couldn’t wash out. He stood there on the dock, willing Izuku to 
come back so he could punch him in the teeth. Only the bamboo paddle 
remained in the boat, a reminder that Izuku would never appear to one who 
had no reason to cross the river. 
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More years passed, more planets spun. Katsuki watched the universe unfold 
and realign in ways unimaginable to mortal beings. And yet, he remained 
the same. A star with a name, blessed by creatures with souls. Forever 
bound to their will, their stories. 


Altair. 


He heard the name each time it was spoken. It was who he was meant to be, 
what was expected of him. A shackle that chained him to the sky, never to 
venture beyond the Milky Way. Katsuki had accepted long ago that the 
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stories of Man were never rewritten. 


He was the brightest star of the constellation Aquila. Lover to the 
neighboring star of Vega. A shepherd, a cowherd. Niulang. Hikoboshi. 


“Kacchan.” 


A familiar wooden boat came to a halt beside the dock. Izuku waved to 
Katsuki, a gentle smile upon his face. 


“Well wishes to you,” he greeted. 


Katsuki turned away. His voice had no energy, no bite. “Just disappear 
already.” 


“Are you sure you want me to go?” 


The response speared Katsuki’s white hot core. He gripped his chest, as if 
he could somehow hold together the shattered pieces of himself. He hated 
how obvious his emotions were, how Izuku could hear his shame, his pain. 


He hated that the pain was there to begin with. 
“What’s your deal, anyway?” 

Izuku replied, “I’m a ferryman.” 

“You know what I mean.” 


With a sigh, Izuku sat in his boat, mindlessly rolling the bamboo paddle 
between his hands. “That’s tough to answer. Even I don’t know. I was born 
to row heavenly bodies. That’s my purpose, nothing more.” 


“So you’re trapped.” 
“Those of us without souls are.” 


It wasn’t said with any hint of melancholy or regret. Izuku stated it as a 

simple fact. Both he and Katsuki were beings that did not possess souls, 

and so were at the mercy of those who did. This was their price for being 
born of the heavens. 


“Do you know how to get one?” Katsuki asked. 


“A soul?” Izuku tilted his head quizzically. “I’m pretty sure you have to be 
alive to get one.” 


Katsuki ruffled his brow in confusion. “Are we not?” 
“Have you ever felt alive?” 


This sent Katsuki deep into thought. He had never pondered the notion of 
what it felt like to be alive. He was here, aware of himself, talking with 
Izuku, but was this really what it meant to be alive? What was it that 
beings with souls felt for them to truly live? 


“So how do [-—” 
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Katsuki stopped, for when he looked up, Izuku was gone. 
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The next time Katsuki saw Izuku, he was crossing the river with a boat full 
of passengers. They all departed one by one, exiting in a tedious, orderly 
fashion. Katsuki waited impatiently until Izuku was left alone, waving to 
empty space. He then turned to smile at Katsuki and began to open his 
mouth. 


“You left before we finished talking,” Katsuki said first. 


Izuku stared at him, shocked that Katsuki was the one to initiate a 
conversation. 


“Sorry,” he replied. “I can’t stay if no one needs to cross the river.” 


Katsuki drummed his fingers, undeterred. “What if you stepped off the 
dock?” 


“If I did, I would just vanish as usual,” Izuku explained. “I was made to row 
this boat, not walk in the sky.” 


“Can’t you swim?” 


“Oh, no.” He shook his head firmly. Izuku pointed to the sparkling river 
surrounding him. “I’m a heavenly body, yes, but I couldn’t withstand the 
intensity of all that stardust. ’'d burn up.” 


mlcee,” 


Katsuki had to refrain from letting out a frustrated scoff. The logic of the 
universe made no sense to him. If Izuku was a heavenly body that couldn’t 
take the heat, then what was he? Now it was starting to bug him. Katsuki 
needed to know. He needed to understand what made Izuku tick. 


It was the strangest sensation Katsuki had ever experienced; this gnawing 
desire to get to know someone else. But Izuku was undoubtedly different 
from every other being in the universe. He was intriguing. Unique. 


Why, of all the stars in the sky, was he born next to Katsuki? 


“Hey, Deku,” Katsuki started awkwardly, trying not to sound like his usual, 
antisocial self. “You...wanted to know more about this Tanabata junk, 
ment?” 


It was as if two new stars were born in Izuku’s eyes. 


“Yes! Yes, I do!” he cried. Excited legs shot upward as Izuku scampered out 
of the boat. He placed himself as far on the edge of the dock as he could go. 
“Of course—not that I don’t appreciate the stories Miss Ochako tells me— 
but I want to hear about it from you too!” 
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“Yeah, okay, okay.” Katsuki waved his hand toward Izuku like a fan. “Calm 
the hell down. Sit.” 


Izuku crossed his legs and placed his straw hat in his lap, freeing a wild 
mane of hair Katsuki had never seen before. He tried not to think about 
how round Izuku’s head looked now that his soft face and large eyes were 
easily visible. Without shadows washing out his skin, Katsuki noticed the 
freckles on Izuku’s cheeks. 


He took a moment to clear his throat. 
“So do you know the myth of the cowherd and the weaver girl?” 


Izuku nodded rapidly. “I do. Miss Ochako told it to me. Their names 
were...Orihime and Hikoboshi?” 


“Right,” Katsuki said, smirking. “But do you know about the original 
Chinese poem they come from?” 


Wide-eyed, Izuku shook his head in astonishment. For once, speechless. 


Katsuki snickered and continued, “All right, then. Listen up, ‘cause I’m only 
gonna tell you it once. This is the story of Zhinu and Niulang...” 
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“So you can hear every wish tied to these slips of paper?” 

“Yeah,” Katsuki replied. “It’s pretty annoying after the five billionth.” 
Izuku hummed curiously, turning over the colorful tanzaku in his hands. 
Katsuki had so many laying around, he was sure he could fill Izuku’s boat a 
hundred times over. Tanzaku were nothing special, just one of many useless 
offerings. Their magic was lost on him, but to Izuku, these papers were 
sacred treasure. 

“Still, what an honor,” Izuku said. His face glistened with awe. “For Man to 


entrust you with its most precious hopes and dreams... They believe in you, 
Kacchan. It’s amazing.” 


They believed in him. 
Katsuki hadn’t considered that. 


To him, Man was a nuisance that ordered him to fulfill their desires with 
some divine power he didn’t actually possess. Katsuki was a servant at their 
beck and call, there to provide on the seventh day of the seventh month, 
every year without fail. He resented his position, his lowly status as Altair. 


Izuku didn’t. Izuku saw him as Man saw him. 


Light enveloping the dark. Hope overcoming sorrow. Belief shining through 
doubt. 
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A star brighter than any other. 
For the first time, Katsuki could feel the heat of his body as he glowed. 


“So it’s because they have souls that you can hear their wishes, right?” 
Izuku asked, snapping Katsuki out of his daze. 


“T guess so,” he answered. “Why?” 


“Hm? Just wondering,” Izuku said with a shrug. He reached to pick up one 
of the many doughy foods Katsuki had placed on the dock. After observing 
its soft, fluffy features, he wondered aloud, “Now is this mochi? Or is it 
dango?” 

“Neither.” Katsuki yanked it out of Izuku’s hand and took a bite. He 
pointed to the meaty center. “It’s a pork bun, idiot.” 
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The stories of Tanabata continued indefinitely. Katsuki had forgotten why 
they began in the first place. Talking to Izuku became second nature, as if 
they had always meant to be friends. 


There were moments where Katsuki pondered if this was what being alive 
was like. He had no other explanation for the excited feeling that sizzled 
within his core and scorched his chest. When Izuku wasn’t around, Katsuki 
thought about what he would say next to Izuku. And when Izuku was 
around, Katsuki thought about how much he wished Izuku wouldn’t 
disappear. 


The joy he felt around Izuku grew with every encounter, but so too did the 
loneliness grow with every departure. 


Time moved too slow. 


Izuku’s arrival on ‘Tanabata began with a tiny speck scuttering across the 
stardust. As his boat rowed closer, the river parted to make way, and soon 
Katsuki could see Izuku’s figure waving to him in the distance. When he 
washed ashore and tied the ferry to the dock, Izuku greeted Katsuki with a 
deep bow. 


“Kacchan!” he exclaimed, waving his bamboo paddle high above his head. 
“Well wishes for another year!” 


Katsuki was about to scold him for rocking the boat like a moron, but 
something bright red on the end of Izuku’s paddle caught his eye. 


The size. The shape. He’d seen it too many times for it to be a coincidence. 


“What the heck’s that?” Katsuki asked, pointing. 
“Oh, um...” Izuku immediately lowered his paddle and hid it behind his 
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back. His usual enthused bouncing was replaced by embarrassed shuffling. 
“Well, I... Miss Ochako helped me and... You see, I kind of...decided to...write 
my own tanzaku this year. I wanted to be the first one to give it to you in 
person.” 


Izuku stepped onto the dock, wood knocking against wood as he slowly 
came forward. He sheepishly held out the handle of his bamboo paddle, 
where a lone slip of red paper hung from the end. 


“Please accept my wish.” 


No words were uttered from Katsuki’s open mouth. No sounds escaped to 
clue Izuku in on if he was grateful or angry. Instead, Katsuki stared in 
silence as he gripped the tanzaku in his hand and read the words of Izuku’s 
flustered, scribbled wish. 


I wish for Kacchan to find his happiness. 


Much like the paper, Izuku’s face had turned bright red. “I really hoped you 
wouldn’t hear me writing it. Guess you didn’t, huh? Looks like I managed 
to surprise you—” 

They had never touched like this before. Not with Katsuki grabbing Izuku’s 
wrist and pulling him closer. Not with Izuku bracing himself on Katsuki’s 
chest so he didn’t trip over the dock. And certainly not with Katsuki’s lips 
pressing down over Izuku’s mouth. 


The urge had been indescribable. Like a need more powerful than any 
sustenance could provide. Something just out of reach, an imagined taste 
burned into his senses. So simple, yet so complex. A basic desire. 


A wish. 
He wished for Izuku. 


Katsuki wished with every atom that pulsated in his celestial body for 
Izuku. 


As he looked into Izuku’s face, held onto his trembling figure, lingered on 
the gentleness of their kiss, Katsuki sensed a familiar urge emanating from 
within Izuku’s body. 


“Stay.” Katsuki breathed the warmth of his glow onto Izuku’s lips. “Stay 
with me, Deku.” 


Izuku gazed back with a desperate longing in his watery eyes. He clutched 
Katsuki’s arms like he would never be able to touch them again. His head 
slowly shook from one side to the other. 


“Kacchan, I ca—” 


Katsuki’s hands fell through the nothingness of space. 
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Izuku appeared again after an agonizing amount of time passed. Time that 
moved far, far too slow. As Katsuki waited, he began to understand why 
humans complained. 


He had been sitting beside the dock for so long that he fell asleep, woken by 
Izuku’s boat hitting the wooden pier. Katsuki sprang up, hurrying to his 
feet as Izuku finished tying off the rope. When he was done, his arms swung 
at his sides in eerie silence. Their tension was palpable enough to be swept 
up by the river. 


“Deku—” 

“Vm sorry, Kacchan,” Izuku said, loud and firm. “I can’t stay. I can never 
stay.” 

Katsuki flared. He boiled. He burned. 

This wasn’t right. He knew it wasn’t right. 


“Then why?” he snapped. “Why do you always row here on your stupid 
boat even when there’s no one who wants to cross this damn river?” 


“Because I want to!” Izuku yelled, voice cracking. “Isn’t it obvious? I want 
to see you, Kacchan. I want us to talk for longer than we do. I want to stay 
here and lay with you instead of disappearing again until someone calls for 
me like a pet! It’s humiliating!” 

He clutched his chest, doubling over as if he was about to heave. Katsuki 
saw sweat forming on Izuku’s brow. He was panting. 


Softly, timidly, Izuku said, “When I’m not here, even if I don’t have a body, 
I can feel pain. I can feel loneliness. But when I’m with you...” 


Katsuki would have cried if he was able to form tears. Izuku’s face had 
turned up, staring back at him to show off the mess of fluids pouring from 
his eyes, dripping from his nose. He was disgusting, but Katsuki wanted 
more than anything to kiss him all over again. 


“I don’t know how to describe it,” Izuku sobbed. “I feel so happy. My chest 
gets hot. I want to keep talking and never shut up because there’s so much I 
want to share with you! What is wrong with me, Kacchan!?” 


A sound no one could hear in the vastness of space echoed so clearly 
between the star and the ferryman. 


The sound of a foot stepping onto a wooden dock. 


Katsuki walked forward until he stood beside Izuku’s boat. He took Izuku’s 
hand in a gentle embrace, holding him so preciously, so adoringly. With his 
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help, Izuku straightened, and left his boat. 


Their bare feet touched as they embraced. Hands roamed for purchase on 
the other’s back. Every astronomical measurement of their heavenly bodies 
ached for contact. It wasn’t enough to be close. They needed to remain. 


Katsuki held the back of Izuku’s neck and whispered into his hair, “Do you 
trust me, Deku?” 


Without hesitation, he answered, “Yes.” 
“Then stay with me.” 
Katsuki let his body fall, dragging Izuku with him into the river of stardust. 


His screams pierced through the crackling of skin as his body erupted in 
sparks of flame. Katsuki shut his eyes, unable to bear the sight of Izuku’s 
decaying body, and held him tighter. His cries of agony worsened at the 
force of Katsuki’s arms. 


It hurts. I know it does. But it’ll be alright. I promise. Trust me. Believe in 
me. Stay with me. 


Katsuki willed these words through his own body into Izuku’s, hoping 
beyond reason that they would be heard and understood. He was certain 
Izuku had no strength to respond. A light hug around his shoulders proved 
otherwise. 


Izuku’s sobs had mellowed, evaporating along with his tears in the heat. 
The light of his eyes had all but gone out, charred and burned to a pile of 
ash. Katsuki refused to accept it. He refused to let it end here. 


He would rewrite their story himself. 


If he had a soul, he would give it to Izuku. That was what it meant to be 
alive. What it meant to be in love. 


And so, Katsuki wished with all his heart. 

Stay with me, Deku. 

“Big brother.” 

A tall boy peeked his head from around the corner. He looked into the 


living room where his younger sister stood on her tiptoes, trying in vain to 
hang a tanzaku on their potted bamboo plant. 


“T can’t reach the branches,” she whimpered, straining to keep her arm 
outstretched. 


In one broad scoop of his arms, her brother picked the small girl up and 
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lifted her into his arms. Now that she was tall enough, she happily tied her 
tanzaku between a bundle of leaves. 


“There you go, Eri. Perfect,” her brother said, grinning from ear to ear. “So 
what did you wish for?” 

“Secret. Can’t tell.” 

Eri emphasized her point by pressing a finger to her mouth, which her 
brother copied to show that he understood. 

“Mirio,” a gruff, tired voice called from upstairs, “it’s Eri’s bedtime.” 
“Okay, Dad,” Mirio answered. He bounced Eri playfully as he walked to her 
bedroom. “Come on, let’s get you all tucked in.” 


It was easier said than done. While Mirio fluffed Eri’s pillows, she hopped 
beside her window with the pure glee only a six-year-old could muster. 
When her brother approached to pick her up again, Eri pointed to the sky. 


“Big brother, do you know which stars are Altair and Vega?” 


“Sure, I do,” he replied. Mirio took Eri’s hand to adjust where her finger 
pointed. “You see those two bright ones right next to each other? That’s 
them.” 


Eri’s saucer-like eyes widened further. Mirio used the opportunity to grab 
under her arms and put her to bed. 


“How did they get so close together?” she asked. 


Mirio smiled, aware that his sister was stalling for a bedtime story. After 
tucking her under the covers, he sat down and began to tell a brief version 
of the tale. 


“Well, the legend says that Altair was a cowherd that watched over the sky, 
and Vega was a rower that ferried people across the Milky Way. They met 
each time Vega crossed the river with a passenger, and fell in love over the 
years. They kissed and held hands and all that gross stuff.” 


Eri giggled, hiding part of her face under her blanket. 


Mirio continued, “But one day, Vega fell into the river, and Altair jumped 
in to save his love. After that, Vega never rowed again and decided to marry 
Altair and live happily ever after. Then they kissed some more.” 


“That’s so cute,” Eri squealed quietly. 


“It sure is,” Mirio said, patting her head before slightly dimming the lamp 
beside her bed. “Now it’s time to sleep. Good night, Eri.” 


“Good night.” 


With a click, Mirio turned off the bedroom lights to let Eri sleep. He passed 
through the living room on his way to bed, and stopped to look at the 
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bamboo in the corner. Now that Eri was in bed, he carefully turned over the 
tanzaku to glance at the wish she had written. 


Her crayon marks barely fit on the slip of paper, but when Mirio pieced it 
all together, he smiled. 


I wish for Daddy and Big Brother and everyone in the universe to have 


another happy year! 


“Kacchan,” Izuku murmured. “I think someone is telling our story.” 


Katsuki rolled onto his side, facing Izuku. He brushed unkempt bangs out of 
Izuku’s glowing green eyes. “You can hear them?” 


“Well, of course not. Neither can you.” 


Katsuki chuckled, knowing Izuku was right. He hadn’t heard the voices in so 
long, he’d forgotten what they sounded like. Experiencing eternity a second 
time made it difficult to remember what came before. 


Izuku placed a hand on his chest, expanding the white of his core, his soul, 
for Katsuki to see. 


“T feel it. They’re wishing for our happiness.” 


Man held no power over Katsuki anymore. They still sent wishes and 
offerings, but he didn’t feel the need to accept them. He was reborn. He was 
free. 


Tanabata was something new. A day not for Altair and Vega, but for 
Katsuki and Izuku. 


Katsuki pushed himself on top of Izuku, and the white of his own soul 
illuminated their faces. He leaned down, kissing Izuku with such passion, 
such resolve, that the universe spun in the way it only did for those who 
were truly in love. 


When their lips parted, Katsuki asked, “Now what do you feel?” 
Izuku smiled. Content. Happy. 
“ Alive.” 

And Katsuki smiled back. 
“Me too.” 
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Bakugou Katsuki is on top of the world. 


yi 


Or on top of his world, at least—perched at the peak of the jungle gym in a 
park halfway between his house and the Midoriyas’. He’s the only kid in 
their neighborhood who can climb all the way up. As expected of the future 
number one hero, of course. 


Well, the only one except— 
“Kacchan!” 


The festival lights are brightest a few streets over, where they’ve converted 
the city park into a dizzy swirl of color that makes Katsuki’s head spin. 
Here, only the warm glow of the street lamps illuminates Izuku where he 
stands at the base of the jungle gym, waving at Katsuki with a big, dumb 
smile on his face. 


Katsuki crosses his arms and peers down over the edge. “What’re you doing 
here?” 


His dog mask must hide his (very intimidating, thank you) scowl, because 
the only response he gets from Izuku is a laugh. “Your parents said you ran 
away.” 


Katsuki pulls his mask to the side to make sure Izuku gets the full force of 
his glare. “I don’t run away,” he insists. “I left ‘cause it was boring.” 


“Sure,” Izuku agrees automatically, like he always does—and then he keeps 
talking, like he always does. “Only, it’s just—I know Kacchan doesn’t really 
like it when there are too many people making too much noise for a long 
time. So I told Auntie you weren’t running away, you were probably just 
tired and I knew where you’d probably gone to—” 


“’m not tired, either!” Katsuki fights the urge to throw the meat skewer 
he’s been eating at Izuku. “Don’t be stupid.” 


“Hey! Don’t be mean!” 


“Then don’t be stupid!” Katsuki huffs. “Besides, it’s better to see the stars 
out here, duh. How are you gonna see anything with all those lights?” 


“Ohhh, that’s smart!” Izuku scrambles up the last few bars to take his place 
by Katsuki’s side. 


“Course it’s smart.” Katsuki preens. “When me and Dad went out camping 
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last month, the stars were way cooler out there. Too many lights here for 
‘em to shine properly.” 


“Too many lights,” Izuku repeats reverently. “I wish my—” His voice cuts 
off and his eyes drop down to his hands. 


Katsuki nudges him with an elbow. “Huh?” 
“What did you wish for?” Izuku asks suddenly. “On your tanzaku, I mean.” 


“Tsch.” Katsuki rolls his shoulders. “I don’t need wishes. I make my own 
luck.” And if he wished to finally get the last limited edition platinum All 
Might collector’s card in his next pack—well, that’s not anyone’s business 
but his own. 


“Wow...” Even in the dim light, the glimmer in Izuku’s eyes when he listens 
to Katsuki rivals the stars. “I guess you don’t need wishes when you already 
have the coolest quirk.” 


Pride sparks in Katsuki’s chest and he grins. “That’s right.” Lifting his free 
hand, he sets off a small round of pops that makes their faces glow orange. 
“Gonna be the number one hero with this quirk, just watch me.” 


“Like All Might!” Izuku wriggles on the jungle gym with excitement. 
“Maybe if your explosions get big enough, you could fly like him—or, or, or 
you could do like Heat Wave’s rays, maybe! Or—“ 


“m gonna do everything, duh,” Katsuki interrupts. “That’s how you 
become the best.” 


Izuku nods eagerly. “Kacchan is gonna be the perfect hero.” 


“Obviously.” Katsuki eats the last of his skewer and throws the wooden 
skewer into the darkness. “When are you gonna get your quirk, huh? How 
else are you supposed to be in my agency?” 


“Pm trying,” Izuku whines. “I even wrote it on my tanzaku! I said, I wish 
for a heroic quirk like Kacchan’s.” 


Katsuki frowns. “Hey, not exactly like mine.” 


“No, of course not,” Izuku says hastily. “I just mean—the kind of quirk that 
a hero would have, right? Strong!” 


“Yeah, I guess.” Mollified, Katsuki leans back against the smooth metal 
bars. They’re cool, despite the summer air, and he can feel the chill of them 
through his yukata. “Not as strong as me, though.” 


“Not yet. But someday, right?” 


The challenge makes Katsuki bristle. He straightens up and turns to Izuku, 
his mouth opening to remind him exactly whose agency he’s going to be 
ile 


He pulls up short when he sees those big, dumb eyes gazing at him like 
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Katsuki’s a shooting star and Izuku is wishing on him and him alone. 


“Yeah, I guess,” he says without meaning to, then coughs and looks away. 
“Someday. But you better work for it, you hear me? I’m not waiting around 
forever for you to catch up.” 


Izuku nods so vigorously his curls bounce. “Of course! I’ll start breathing 
fire or moving things with my brain, and then we’ll study together and get 
into U.A. together and—and then we’ll save people like All Might!” 


The conviction in his voice is so strong, so unwavering, that Katsuki thinks 
Izuku might not need wishes either. 


Good. He tilts his head back to stare up at the stars, twinkling valiantly 
despite the clamor of Musutafu below. That’s the kind of thing Katsuki will 


need by his side someday. 


It’s been a while since Katsuki spent a holiday at home instead of on patrol. 
Then again, that’s largely because he prefers it that way. Holidays mean 
crowds and crowds mean messes for heroes to clean up; the last thing he 
wants to do is schedule a vacation and end up working anyway. 


Although, this is a kind of work too—and the kind Katsuki is notably worse 
at, to boot. At least the public speaking is done and he’s been seen by 
enough people that he considers his civic duty well and truly fulfilled. With 
a gruff thank you to the governor and nods to the various officials and 
heroes scattered around, Katsuki finally extricates himself from the stage. 


It’s near impossible for a man his size to be inconspicuous, but no one stops 
him from slipping down a side street and away from the festivities. When 
the color and clamor fade away in favor of cicada song and the hum of 
street lamps, Katsuki finally feels like he can breathe again. 


His mom will definitely expect him home at a reasonable hour, but for now 
he’s free to walk the familiar streets of Musutafu—not as a homecoming 
hero, but as a boy finally grown into a man. Everything is familiar but 
different, like their shapes settled deeper into the skyline while he was away. 
He walks and, for once, lets himself be aimless. His feet move and his eyes 
roam and his mind is blissfully empty. 


He spares a glance upward. ‘The stars aren’t as bright now as when they’d 
been children, but he can still make out a few constellations his dad taught 
him. At least something stayed the same. 


His pace slows naturally until he comes to a stop on a quiet street with low 
concrete walls topped with hedges. Looking past the greenery, he realizes his 
feet have carried him to a familiar spot. Figures. 


The jungle gym doesn’t look nearly as grand as it had back in the day. ‘The 
red paint is chipping away to reveal rusting metal and it’s covered in scuff 
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marks from countless tiny shoes. It almost makes him laugh to think that, 
once, this had been the peak of everything. 


“Thought Id find you here.” Deku’s voice doesn’t startle him. It’s damn 
near impossible for it to, considering they live and work together and the 
nerd’s never really had an off switch. 


“Yeah?” Katsuki raises his eyebrows but doesn’t move, waiting for Deku to 
walk up to his side. “Funny. I didn’t even know I was gonna come here.” 


Deku hums a small not-quite-laugh. “I can’t believe how old and small 
everything looks.” 


Katsuki snickers. “So, like you?” 


“Ugh, don’t be mean.” Deku shoulder-checks him—not hard, but the man is 
solid muscle so it smarts a little anyway. Not that Katsuki is going to tell 
him that. “You’re older than I am, and we’re not even old-old anyway.” 


“Old enough to have our own agency,” Katsuki counters. “Bet if we went 
back and saw ourselves as brats, we’d think we were pretty damn old.” 


“Like we knew anything,” Deku replies. He says it with a smile, but his eyes 
are distant. “I remember wishing for a quirk that never came.” 


Now it’s Katsuki’s turn to bump his shoulder against Deku’s. He doesn’t 
move away after, letting their arms press together in an easy, constant 
reminder. “You got it eventually.” He laughs. “Hell, even got All Might’s 
quirk. Almost enough to make me believe in wishes.” 


“T thought you didn’t need them,” Deku teases. “Since you make your own 
luck, after all.” 


Katsuki snorts. “You really believed anything that came outta my dumbass 
mouth when I was five?” 


Deku’s grin softens and he tilts his head. “I believed everything.” 


“Ugh.” Warmth crawls across the back of Katsuki’s neck at his earnestness. 
He should be used to it after all these years, but it still gets under his skin 
like nothing else can. “You shouldn’t have.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because—” Christ, where to start? How many things has Katsuki said in 
his life that Deku should never have believed, should never have even heard? 
Katsuki hisses in a breath through his teeth and settles on a simpler answer. 
“’Cause I wasn’t even telling the truth about the wishes, idiot.” 


He doesn’t have to look at Deku to know exactly which confused expression 
he’s wearing. “What do you mean?” 


“What do you think I mean? I made wishes too, is all.” 


“Oh.” The softness in Deku’s voice draws Katsuki’s eyes to his face. He finds 
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that tender look Deku gets sometimes when he looks at the old photo 
albums their moms kept. “Kacchan, that’s sweet.” 


“Not sweet,” Katsuki grumbles, shoving his hands in his pockets. “Every kid 
did it. I was just a dumb kid.” 


“And that’s sweet.” 
“Whatever.” 


Warm summer silence settles between them for a few moments. It’s easy in 
a way that Katsuki still doubts he’s allowed to have. 


After a beat, Deku asks, “Did any of them come true?” 
“Hm?” 


“The wishes you made.” Deku leans in closer and lets his head settle on 
Katsuki’s shoulder. “I mean, since you think my quirk wish came true, it’s 
only fair if 1 know about yours.” 


Katsuki grunts. “Fine. I guess...I got that last All Might trading card—” 


“The limited edition platinum one?” The excitement makes Deku bounce on 
the balls of his feet even after all these years. Katsuki can feel it where their 
arms bump together and he stifles a laugh. 


“Yeah, that one we got at the same time. Probably didn’t need to make a 
wish, since it looks like we just got a lucky batch.” 


“No, no.” Deku shakes his head. “I wished for it too!” 
“Christ, of course you did.” 


“Maybe we really do have the magic touch when it comes to wishes,” Deku 
says with a grin. “Anything else that came true?” 


“You gonna, tell me about one of yours first?” 


“Oh, sure, I have plenty.” Deku starts counting on his fingers. “Getting into 
U.A., meeting All Might, becoming a pro hero, saving people—” 


“All right, we get it,” Katsuki cuts him off. “Your life is a dream come true. 
Should’ve known you wished for all that.” 


“Yeah, probably,” Deku agrees with a giggle. “So, tell me another one of 
yours?” 


Katsuki opens his mouth, then hesitates. “Well. I wasn’t lying that much 
about not needing wishes,” he admits. “I didn’t usually care. I wanted to be 
a hero, obviously. But other than that...] guess there was only one other I 
remember.” 


The words slow and stop, the way they always do when the feeling behind 
them gets too big for Katsuki to grapple into submission. Deku knows, 
though. So, he waits patiently with his head on Katsuki’s shoulder and the 
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backs of their knuckles brushing. 
Finally, Katsuki says, “Wished for this.” 
“Yeah?” 


“You remember—ugh, it was stupid, but you remember how I always said 
you could join my agency?” | 


Deku chuckles, the sound low and warm. “How could I forget?” 


“Shut up,” Katsuki replies without any bite. “I wished for that. But, uh— 
like this.” 


“Like...” Deku’s head lifts off Katsuki’s shoulder and he can feel inquisitive 
green eyes on him. “This? Us?” 


“Yeah. As...co-founders, I guess.” It should probably be embarrassing, that 
he can’t admit to wanting Deku by his side since they were toddlers when 
they literally live together now. 


Deku doesn’t press, though. He lays his head back down, then curls his 
fingers into Katsuki’s elbow for good measure. “That’s funny. I wished for 
the same thing.” 


And that shouldn’t come as a surprise. It doesn’t, really—they’ve been 
chasing each other for so many years now that it feels like an inescapable 
orbit, like something inevitable and maybe even cosmic. Still, after 
everything, it’s sometimes hard to believe that Katsuki didn’t manage to 
make their little system implode. It’s hard to believe that they’re still here 
after all this time. 


Katsuki huffs out a laugh and tugs Deku closer. “Guess we just gotta keep 
wishing for the same things, then,” he says. “That way they’ll keep coming 
true.” 


Deku’s giggle is brighter than all the stars in the sky. “I don’t think we’ve 
ever had a problem with that.” 


Katsuki looks down at that familiar face and thinks about how believing in 
wishes and believing in people have never felt like the same thing to him. 


“Yeah,” he agrees. “I think you’re probably right.” 
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By the time the alarm signaling the end of the shift rang, sweat was running 
in rivulets down Katsuki’s face. His eyes itched furiously, and he figured 
that the air circulator must’ve broken down again. 


He finally looked away from the screen and focused on the ceiling as he 
stretched his back until it cracked satisfactorily. The dark, even menacing 
mass of coiled tubes and wires that always hung above their heads was 
regardless a welcome respite from the bright lights that stabbed their way 
from the screen to his retinas. 


“Got any plans for tonight?” 


Kaminari sounded tired, which was a rare occurrence for him. Some days 
were just like that, endless and making everyone even more aware than 
usual of the ground that loomed over their little underground enclave in lieu 
of a sky. For some reason, the rotations before Star Day always seemed to 
drag more than the others. 


“If by plans you mean heading home and sleeping, then, yeah, I guess.” 
“Aw, I thought you would want to get ready for Star Day!” 


Katsuki stood up from his chair, groaning. “Believe it or not, this is how I 
usually prepare.” 


“Fair enough, dude,” Kaminari nodded. He hit the combination to open the 
sliding door to the lab and looked over his shoulder. “Give Deku my love!” 


The air wasn’t much fresher in the corridors, but it was still an 
improvement from the muggy atmosphere of the lab. As he usually did, 
Katsuki focused on wiping his mind clean from the investigation and the 
new dead ends he’d run into that day, pushing through the frustration with 
a goal still in mind. Before he could form another coherent thought, he 
found himself in his living quarters. 


A shower would’ve been nice, but he’d walked past the community 
washrooms already, and his legs were threatening to give out under him. He 
collapsed on top of his bed, ready to pass out without even taking his 
clothes off. 


The communicator rang loudly enough to rip through his half-asleep state. 
He groaned and buried his head in his pillow, but it was too late to try and 
chase the bliss of sleep. 
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“Kacchan!” 


Slicing through his annoyance like a well-sharpened knife, the tinny voice 
that came through the communicator softened his frown immediately. He 
took a deep breath and reached for the device. 


“You okay?” he muttered. 

“Oh, Kacchan! You’re awake!” 

“Well, Iam now.” 

Deku cooed empathetically. “Long day?” 

Katsuki hummed under his breath. “What are you calling for?” 


The monotonous, mechanical whirring of the station’s machinery wavered, 
stuttered and went back to normal before Deku replied. 


“T was wondering...” he stopped himself, as if trying to organize his 
thoughts. “I was wondering if maybe you’d want to go up for Star Day with 
me?” 


A distant tinge of relief tinted Katsuki’s thoughts when he realized that 
there was no emergency, just Deku being Deku as usual. 


“Deku—” 


“You don’t have to if you have other plans!” he was quick to cut him off. 
“Really, we could just do something else if you want, or we could do nothing 
at all if that’s better, or, really, anything! Don’t feel forced to do anything!” 


Despite everything, Katsuki couldn’t help chuckling. “You nerd, just stop 
for a moment and breathe, damn it.” 


jas 


“Pm going,” Katsuki said in what he hoped was a reassuring tone. “I know 
you love it up there, I wouldn’t miss the opportunity.” 


Deku laughed giddily. “I mean, you love it too!” 

Katsuki hummed, but not much else came out. Fine, yes, the experience of 
actually getting to see the stars with the naked eye was a special one. It was 
hard to think about the sky without feeling the weight of everyone’s 
expectations placed on his little research team, hungry to know what the 
fuck actually were the dust clouds, or why they only cleared once a year, or 
anything, really. 


And yet— 


No matter how many times he tried to convince himself that Star Day was 
childish, irreverent even, Deku’s smile came back to his mind and fluttered 
around, unstoppable. 
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The genuine excitement that shone in his boyfriend’s eyes when he talked 
about Star Day was enough to make him stop thinking, to erase all worries 
and all critical thought from his mind and leave a dumb, senseless ball of 
endearment beating heavily in his chest. He was a scientist, he told himself 
at those moments, research came first always, but Deku was... 


Special. 
“Kacchan?” 
siakisioeees 

“You asleep yet?” 
“Shut up.” 


Deku laughed again, relief clear as day in his voice. “You can go to sleep if 
you need to! You sound really exhausted.” 


“So, let me get this straight, you called me exclusively to ask if I would 
want to go up for Star Day?” 


“Mmmh... yeah?” 
“Despite the fact that I haven’t missed a single Star Day in our lives?” 


There was an embarrassed pause before Deku rushed to answer. “I just 
wanted to make sure, you know! You’ve been so busy at the lab, and I 
would’ve totally understood if you wanted to do something else this time, 
and—” 


“Deku. Nerd. It’s okay.” 


Sleep tugged at Katsuki’s limbs like a flood that couldn’t be contained. “Ill 
call you when I’m up, okay? I’ll make sure to not oversleep.” 


“That sounds great! Yeah!” 

“Try to sleep a little bit.” 

“Yeah! I love you.” 

Katsuki hummed. “Yeah, I know.” 


Silence was almost palpable after the communicator went silent, and all 
there was to fill it was the twinkle of Deku’s laugh still echoing against the 
old, chipped walls. The first hints of excitement were budding in Katsuki’s 
chest, the old, hopeful giddiness of a child knowing that he would wake up 
to something special. 


It was funny how easily that feeling overtook his worries; the expectation of 
seeing Deku again seeped into every crevice of his thoughts. 


The sleep that overtook him after a long day of work was usually dreamless, 
like sinking heavily in a pit of tar. That night, however, he dreamed of 
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Deku. 


In his dream, Deku’s eyes were bright with stars, just like the sight that 
their tiny, rocky planet was gifted with once a year. Katsuki’s research team 
had theorized that planets with cleaner atmospheres could probably see 
clear skies most of the time, which left them both puzzled and—deep down, 
pushed deep to give space to cold logic—more than a little bit jealous. 
However, it had also led them to conclude that the inhabitants of those 
planets would take the view for granted, to ignore it, even. 


Can you imagine, Eijirou had said once, after one too many shots of some 
unnamed alcoholic drink, every day is Star Day and they don’t even realize 
De. 

And Deku’s gaze was deep and bright all at once, dragging him closer with 
a magnetizing pull. Even through the haze of dream logic Katsuki wanted to 
curl into a ball of embarrassment at what a sap he was being, but he didn’t 
have a choice. It was what Deku did to him, always. 


His alarm crashed through sleep as if it was made of thin glass. Any other 
day Katsuki would’ve turned around and begged for some extra sleep, a few 
minutes of respite before he was forced to begin a new day, but his dream 
was fresh in his mind; as fresh as the current date. 


Star Day. 


The ceiling above him hadn’t changed, still looking bleak and oppressive 
and effectively separating him from open air by nearly half a kilometer of 
natural rock, but he would’ve been lying to himself if he had said that he 
couldn’t already feel the difference in the stale, canned air. His brain 
struggled against fantasy and childish belief to remind him that the yearly 
phenomenon had no bearing on the underground, and barely showed itself 
on the surface beyond the clearing of the skies, but no kid grew up exempt 
from the stories and the magic—not even him. 


Going through the mechanics of getting dressed proved to be easier than he 
expected when he was busy thinking about too many things for his brain to 
process them all. He thought of Deku, and the spark in his eyes that had 
been born with the stars and had never left them no matter how well the 
sky tried to hide them, and he thought of ritual and celebration and 
moments to stop and breathe. 


He walked past at least five people on his way to Deku’s quarters, all of 
them clearly hurrying to get on the lifts themselves. It was hard not to 
notice the little details that betrayed the effort everyone had made to look 
their best—a gold earring here, a brightly colored belt there, everyone 
becoming little stars of their own. The corridors hummed with a different 
vitality, and it woke Katsuki up better than any caffeine could. 


“Kacchan! You’re here!” 
“Of course I am,” Katsuki replied. His arm wrapped around Deku’s waist 
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automatically, reaching up for a kiss with the practiced ease of someone 
who’s had enough time to come to terms with what he feels and what he 
wants to do about it. “Did you think I wouldn’t make it?” 


Deku hummed against his lips happily. “Guess not.” 
“Damn right.” 


They walked down the corridor to the nearest lift—it was located barely a 
couple of minutes away from Deku’s doorstep, medical work had its perks 
after all—staying close enough for Katsuki to feel Deku’s warmth on his 
skin. It was as if the ceiling was receding, weighing down less and less the 
more he could hold on to Deku’s voice and his excited chatter. 


“Did you know that they added four new viewports this year? It seems like 
more and more people want to go up each year! I wonder what’s making the 
popularity of Star Day go up—oh, Kacchan! That would be a fun thing to 
investigate, wouldn’t it?” 


Katsuki nodded and made appropriate agreement noises here and there, and 
he found himself soothed into a lull. 


By some miracle of luck, they managed to get a lift all to themselves. Deku 
reached for his hand as soon as the door slid closed behind them, interlacing 
their fingers as they began the journey upwards with an almost 
imperceptible lurch. 


Inch by inch, with nothing but the darkness of the ground surrounding 
them, Katsuki’s worries dripped away like a candle that had been left 
burning for long enough. Anticipation beat steadily in his chest, the feeling 
always new and always an old friend, tethered to reality by Deku’s hand in 
his own and the promise of an open sky that kept getting closer. 


He tried to find something to say; snark, a bad joke, something, but he 
found that the silence that surrounded them was not the kind that asked to 
be filled. 


And then, right when the feeling that they’d been going up for too long had 
just started to creep in, the ground dropped into nothing and they could 
see. 


For a moment Katsuki made himself hold his breath to take everything in 
properly. The glass dome that formed the viewport was practically see- 
through, giving them the full view on all sides; he saw the barren, hostile 
ground that was all sharp rocks and dust, and above, filling most of the 
dome, was the sky. 


Katsuki’s heartbeat rushed in tandem with his brain, not daring to even 
blink. The inky depths above them weren’t the bleak sight that he was used 
to seeing from investigative material; it was clean, a truly endless, perfect 
darkness that mocked him for trying to look beyond it. 


It made him feel ridiculously small, and it washed him with a calm that he 
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hadn’t felt in a long time. 


The thing about the stars, he thought, was that it was never possible to 
remember just how many there were. Between Star Days it was easy to 
picture the scattered bright spots, the pinpricks of light that shone in their 
own personal constellations, but only when he was up there he became 
aware of the sheer strength of the galaxies that passed above them. It was 
dust made magic, shining like the stories from old where stars were 
breadcrumbs from the gods and sand left by fairies, bright enough to make 
all artificial light pointless in the lifts. 


He tried to focus on a single source of light and failed miserably. Each star 
called to him, as if showing off their beauty to compensate for how unfairly 
hidden they were the rest of the year, twinkling almost gently with 
acknowledgment. 


“Come here,” Deku whispered. He spoke softly, reverently even, pulling 
Katsuki closer to the edge of the glass dome. “Don’t you think that they 
look brighter each year?” 


Katsuki swallowed through a sudden, ridiculous lump in his throat. Warmth 
burned steadily in his chest, like happiness and longing and maybe even 
love; like a sky full of stars and the touch of his boyfriend who always knew 
what he needed the most. He could afford to stop thinking about work, he 
found out. He could afford to look at the stars. 


Deku placed his free hand against the glass, like they’d done every year 
since they were kids, and grinned. 


The dome was cold and unyielding, as it needed to be to protect them from 
the deadly air of the surface, but Deku’s skin was deliciously warm and alive 
under Katsuki’s fingers. Everyone had their own little Star Days rituals; 
some prayed to the stars, some sang, some cried. Katsuki and Deku reached 
for the sky above them, the dark, endless void that promised hope beyond 
the dusty little ball that had seen them grow, and breathed together. 


A universe of glitter looked down and cheered when Deku raised their linked 
hands to Katsuki’s chin, lifting his face upward and kissing him sweetly. His 
lips tasted like toothpaste, and he was being too gentle for them to share 
anything more than a peck, but it was more than enough. 


Katsuki huffed out a laugh before he could stop himself. 
“What?” Deku frowned. 


“Nothing, just—the stars are really in your eyes,” he mumbled, barely aware 
of what he was saying. 


Deku blushed all at once, turning crimson all the way to his ears. 
“Kacchan!” 


Katsuki bit down on his lower lip playfully. He could feel his own cheeks 
burning, but he wasn’t one to back down once the line was cast. “It’s true, 
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nerd.” 


“Well, I can see them in your eyes too, you know? It’s—it’s so cute actually! 
You have the prettiest eyes!” 


He snorted. “You’re embarrassing.” 


The solemnity of the moment was gone, but the tenderness remained. Deku 
slid down until he was actually sitting with his back against the glass wall 
and maneuvered Katsuki to rest his head on his lap. 


“We had a really interesting case yesterday,” he mumbled absentmindedly. 
His fingers played idly with Katsuki’s hair. “This lady comes in and tells us 
that she needs to be cured in time for Star Day, even though all symptoms 
point to her needing long term treatment, but she tells us that she needs to 
be cured by tomorrow! Because she needs to be up here on Star Day! And— 
sorry, I’m rambling again, sorry.” 


Katsuki flicked Deku’s nose just to see him giggle. “Don’t let me stop you.” 


Even as Deku kept speaking, he could see the first clouds of dust and dirt 
that were already beginning to flow in their direction. They covered the 
most distant stars first, those that were almost hidden behind the horizon, 
and it didn’t take long for them to reach their little dome. 


“Ts it me, or do they come earlier each time?” 
Deku hummed. “That’s for you to figure out, Mr. Scientist.” 


And, oh, Katsuki had tried. For years and decades he had studied the sky, 
begging it to reveal its secrets, squeezing the data dry to figure out the logic 
behind Star Day to no avail. 


“Yeah, I can keep trying,” he replied in the end, and he was surprised to 
realize that he actually believed it. “We’ll make this sky tell us what the 
hell it wants from us.” 


“Shhh, no blasphemy under open sky!” Deku admonished him, but he was 
laughing at the same time. He squeezed his hand tightly; almost half of the 
dome was nothing but dull, grey dust now. “I know you will.” 


“Maybe I can figure out how to give you extra Star Days every year,” 
Katsuki mused. 


Deku kissed him again at that, his mouth hot and breathless against 
Katsuki’s own. “You're the best.” 


“No promises.” 
Still 


The lift dinged softly, signaling that it was ready to take them back down 
way too soon for their liking. It was practically dark now; the stars would 
not shine again for a long, long year. 
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Katsuki focused on Deku’s smile and the calm it brought. 

“Hey, Deku,” he said after a moment. 

“Yeah?” 

“Do you want to get something to eat?” 

The nerd jumped, actually jumped at that. “Let me kiss you again!” 
Katsuki snorted. “Fine, but then we get noodles.” 


“Ooh, with Mina’s special hot sauce!” Deku whooped. “Wow, I can’t believe 
you're actually making me look forward to going back down.” 


“T have my talents.” Katsuki nodded. He kept most of his thoughts to 
himself; he’d die of embarrassment before saying something as cheesy as 
you’re what I look forward to, anyways out loud. 


He hit the button to send the lift downward instead, still holding tightly to 
Deku’s hand like it was an anchor to sanity. 


They slipped into the mantle of the planet gently, silently, the memory of 
the stars still vivid behind Katsuki’s eyelids. He felt like he’d just come out 
of a scalding hot bath—stripped to nothing, his skin tender to the touch, 
but new. 


“Kacchan... thank you.” 
“What are you even thanking me for?” 
“Well—for coming with me! You know how much this day means to me.” 


Deku was sly, and he could read people with an ease that was practically 
scary, but he wasn’t exactly subtle. Katsuki breathed out softly, endearment 
sticky in his throat. It hadn’t taken him too many Star Days to figure out 
why they had created their little rituals, why they kept going up year after 
year to kiss under the stars in the little window they were given. 


If the serenity in his mind was anything to go by, he would say that it 
worked well. He didn’t say no, Deku, thank you, as words tended to become 
incredibly hard in the most inconvenient moments, but he did his best to 
wrap his free arm around Deku’s waist and rest his head in the crook of his 
neck. 


In comparison to the endless minutes that it took for the lift to go up, they 
seemed to reach the base in no time. Katsuki walked out of the small space 
floating in a daydream, still half-dazed by the awareness of the entire 
universe that hung above their heads, way past the layers of dirt. After 
looking at the stars, everything seemed to hurt a little bit less and matter a 
little bit more. 


Katsuki put work on the bottom of his priority pile for a moment, and he 
didn’t feel guilty about it. Deku was already ahead of him, tugging him 
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forward in the direction of Mina’s noodle shop—following him felt only 
natural. 


For a moment he indulged in a daydream where he took Deku beyond the 
dust clouds, giving him the perpetually starry sky that he deserved; that 
they both did. It would take years, decades maybe, endless hours bent over a 
microscope, but he knew he could do it. 


But first, food. 


Star Day Special, read Mina’s sign. Katsuki knew what the dish would taste 
like; the noodles crackled on his tongue, spicy and strong, and they warmed 
him up all the way to his toes. 


The stars were everywhere, Katsuki thought, lost in how Deku’s eyes 
disappeared into half-moons when he smiled. Star Day was special like that. 
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: Clore Ania a 


Cadameo 


The sun rose slowly over the horizon, morning’s first light gently bathing the 
temple in its glow. Izuku felt the warmth upon his altar, his favourite day of 
the year had finally arrived and he couldn't be more excited. 


Well, excited and terrified but a bit of both was always a good mix. 


He enjoyed his days the most when they started with sunlight, so every single 
time his feet hit the Earth, he made sure to enjoy it to the fullest. 


The temple was still empty and he allowed himself to be a bit careless, leaving 
the altar without paying any mind to people that could possibly see him. It 
was still too early for people to be able to recognize him and, knowing that 
this might be his last walk at that temple, Izuku wasn't keen on wearing a 
magical glamour just yet. 


He walked around the altar and through the temple, a bittersweet taste on 
his tongue. For one, he had some of the best memories of his life inside of 
those walls and scattered over the old stone steps around it. 


He had memories of laughter and love, caresses he could almost feel on his 
skin, kisses that burned with a love so strong that neither the destruction of 
galaxies nor the passing of millennia could erase it. His memories were of a 
million smiles and a million more tears of relief and joy. 


But with all the loving memories came the lingering fear that the precious 
moments shared with his lover were coming to an abrupt end. They were 
already short, fleeting hours where they made the best with what they had 
and enjoyed themselves to the fullest without caring for any other thing in 
the world, knowing it would end before they could even begin to fill the 
missing piece the other always left. 


It was not fair. 


And Izuku was not built for pain but with every passing year and every 
passing Tanabata, Izuku learned how to deal with the heartbreak of seeing 
his love only one day out of three hundred and sixty-five. Knowing it would 
be glued back together the moment he laid his eyes on Katsuki again, their 
love tending the wounds the loneliness had created on Izuku’s heart. 


Izuku learned to enjoy life, even through his sorrow. It was painful watching 
Katsuki’s new reincarnation wander the world without a single memory of 
him or their time together. He wanted Katsuki to know that he was loved, 
that Izuku would always care and anxiously wait for him but what he wanted 
Katsuki to know the most was why, even if Katsuki didn’t realise it himself, 
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he was searching for Izuku. 
And that he would find him. 


This was his punishment, bestowed upon him for eternity and Izuku had 
taken it willingly as he knew he had been wrong at the time. He had set his 
responsibilities and duties to the people and the universe aside in favour of 
being foolish and so recklessly in love. 


It had been selfish and immature and Izuku could see it now after so long 
under his penitence, but he had never, not even for a moment, regretted his 
actions. Katsuki was, is, the best person he had ever met and he held Izuku's 
entire heart. 


Every moment, as short as it might be, with him by his side was worth a 
millennia of heartbreak. Their love was like no other to ever exist. 


Izuku would live through every age and century, seeing Katsuki only when 
allowed, the day their patron stars would shine side by side in the night sky. 
The day humans celebrated the legend of their love, Orihime and Kengyu. 


Izuku was fond of those names, not having heard them in millennia now, even 
though humans were unaware they were right there beside them all these 
years. 


Well, at least, Katsuki was. Izuku was still a celestial princess, still a deity of 
sorts, allowed on Earth once a year to fulfil humanity’s wishes. 


That, and to see Katsuki. Whether he be growing up, regaining his memories 
or loving him with all his strength. 


Every new life, Katsuki would reincarnate into a different person, a different 
body, a new voice saying Izuku's name, singing him praise and whispering his 
promises. Reciting it non stop with every new memory of their shared love 
restored. Always the same beautiful, loving Katsuki. 


Always a deep, gorgeous, pair of ruby eyes burning into his soul. Izuku could 
not be more grateful that that was the trait kept for all his reincarnations. 


It would always take Katsuki a few years to be reborn after leaving the 
material world and Izuku missed him every second of every moment apart and 
then, a few more years till he could remember their love and the promise of 
forever together. 


This lifetime though, Izuku felt in his core, time would not be enough. Not 
enough for him to see Katsuki grow up into a fine man - like he always did. 
Not enough for him to mature and be able to hold all the memories of his 
past lives. 


Not enough time for them to love each other once more. 


Sat at the entrance gates, Izuku allowed his eyes to flutter closed, enjoying 
the fresh morning breeze and the smell of the summer flowers. He was 
overjoyed to be back, to the place he held dearest in his heart. 
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He was anxious and, granted, a tad worried about what was coming their way. 
He couldn't make out the specifics yet but knew it was something big, 
something that would shake life as he knew it. 


It worried him that Katsuki was still so small in this life, too little to hold 
their memories and remember who Izuku really was. He hadn't even seen him 
yet and he had turned five years old just a few months back. 


A little firecracker as Katsuki always was, in this life with power as explosive 
as his personality. 


Izuku saw it all, the first quirk, the hero society being created, Katsuki 
getting his powers for the first time. He couldn't understand where it came 
initially from but couldn't be prouder of such a strong little boy Katsuki was 
already. 


Voices approaching the gates shook Izuku from his daydreams and he noticed 
the sun shining a lot brighter than it was when he first took a seat there. The 
passage of time was something he would forever have trouble getting used to. 


Using just a spark of his magic, Izuku went back inside the temple, making 
himself unseen. The preparations for the festival were already in place, having 
been completed the previous day, but he knew from experience the food staff 
would be arriving soon to prepare for the day's festivities. 


He would wander the stalls and accompany their work quietly, waiting for the 
moment where the festival would be open to the public so he would be able 
to receive and grant the wishes of the people that came to his temple 


It wasn't the same as receiving Katsuki with open arms the moment he would 
awake on Earth but Izuku enjoyed the leisure days he had between his lives. 
He learned to be grateful for every opportunity fate threw his way. 


He specifically savoured the smell of takoyaki being fried and enjoyed himself 
wonderfully seeing the cooks preparing it so skilfully. If he could wish for one 
mortal experience, it surely would be to try one of the small balls, even just 
once. 


As usual, his day went on, Izuku having fun seeing the kids out and about, 
rejoicing in the wishes he received and was able to fulfil right away, spreading 
blessings to the ones requesting them and all in all, having a sweet day around 
the temple. 


It was close to sunset when Izuku first heard the voice he held so dearly. 
"I don't want to! Stop dragging me hag, this is stupid" 
Even before turning around, he already had a smile on his face. 


"Shut up brat, it’s tradition! You will come with us and enjoy the festival even 
if I have to tie you to me" 


Small chubby hands that held no power against his mother's pushed every 
advantage towards being dragged inside the festival. 
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Izuku could not contain the warmth spreading over his whole body, his heart 
filled with the fondness he regarded for Katsuki and Katsuki only. 


The same ruby eyes he loved so much shining with mischievousness intent 
towards his mother, tiny legs ready to make a run for it as soon as she tried 
to grab him once more. 


He had missed him so dearly, from the spikes of his unruly hair to the tip of 
his button nose. Katsuki was here and everything was right once more. It 
always seemed like the world was tilted off its axis when Katsuki was away 
but one small smile from him and it was enough for all to be well. 


None of the specifics of that encounter or the impending developments of 
their lives mattered at that moment. Not when Katsuki was being hoisted by 
his father, being caught by a surprise attack from behind, powerless against 
the public demonstration of love from his parents. 


The tip of his ears turned pink while he pouted, crossing his small arms over 
his chest. His legs dangled uselessly in his father's hold. 


Izuku couldn't do anything besides laugh, an act filled with so much love he 
was sure every person present at the festival could feel his joy and share the 
affection he was never able to contain inside his heart. 


There wasn't a single cell in his body that wasn't drowned in love for him and 
it overflowed as the feeling of warm sun rays on a cold day and every person 
within miles could feel it. 


He watched the tiny version of the love of his life forgo his initial disregard 
for the festival in favour of devouring spicy yakitoris even his parents couldn't 
savour and winning every single game available on the stalls. 


He was the same as he always would be, a perfectionist, an overachiever, a 
prodigy. A much too curious mind for such a small body and Izuku delighted 
every single time, without fail, in knowing Katsuki would always be the same. 


His love, his example to follow for eternity, his hero. 


Just before the end of the festival, Izuku noticed Katsuki wandering alone 
further away from his parents, closer to the temple than to the stalls. He knew 
what that was, he knew he would always have a pull towards their meeting 
place. 


It was their temple after all. 


He threaded carefully through the stone pathways leading to the entrance and 
climbed the few steps leading to the altar with Izuku following him closely. 
He had done the same dance a hundred times before and as long as he kept 
himself invisible to his eyes, Katsuki would most probably just look around 
and leave. 


Izuku learned it gave Katsuki some sort of peace to be inside their temple, a 
certain stillness in his mind that he would seek for years until the memories 
of all his past lives would come flooding back. Izuku would always enjoy those 
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moments alone with him, it soothed his heart as a reminder his Katsuki was 
still in there, every time. 


However, as his small feet met the wooden board, Izuku knew this wasn't a 
simple visit like so many before. With every new step Katsuki took towards 
the altar, Izuku felt himself losing the hold on his material body and being 
pulled back to a dimension he had no control over. 


He tumbled through the room in Katsuki's direction, in a desperate attempt 
at stopping whatever was happening when he felt his magic giving out and 
his body becoming visible once more. 


Holding himself upwards, Izuku knew there was no time left, no strength left 
to fight the inevitable, fate caught up to him much sooner than he believed 
it would. So he broke the one promise he made himself centuries before. 


"Kacchan." 


He called for the boy still unaware of him, who still didn't know who he was 
and what that place meant for them, why he had such a strong connection 
with that room. The Kacchan that was far too small to be in his presence and 
regain his memories. 


He had never done that before, not when he was so young. 
"I promise you won't be alone anymore, wait for me please." 


Just as Katsuki turned around, startled, Izuku smiled. His body drowned in 


light and, suddenly, he was gone. 


Katsuki took off his mask and sighed. It had been one of those days not one 
hero wanted to have and he had been counting the seconds to clock out only 
to find the sidewalk of his apartment building swamped by reporters. 


His body hurt, there were bandages and scratches on his face, his mind was 
a mess of explosions and screams and never-ending replays of his failed battles 
with the one from that day now added to the mix. 


He did not want to deal with the press, not now, not ever. 


Katsuki knew it was part of his job and he loved what he did. He was proud 
of his accomplishments and how far he had come so early in his career, but if 
he had to choose one downside, it was definitely the exposure. 


The press came down on heroes like vultures just waiting for them to commit 
a mistake, anything, as simple or harmless as it was, and they would feast on 
It. 

Even when they did not make mistakes, they would still find something to 


degrade them. The way he talked, the way he walked, his costume, his 
manners, everything has already been used against him to the public eye. 
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This time it was a building he failed to avoid destroying. It was an empty 
building, its destruction allowing him to take down the villains, but that was 
not what they wanted to hear. 


He could always ignore them and force his entrance home but his PR team 
would have his head the next morning and he was too stressed to risk a 
lecture over his bed. He didn't even have any sort of attachment to his current 
home so a hotel for the night would suffice. 


With a cap low on his head and the surgical mask back to covering his face, 
he turned around a block from home, intending on crashing close to his 
agency to save time for the next morning, but not before letting out a stream 
of profanities. 


Instead, his feet took him down the path he knew how to get to with his eyes 
closed. The safe place his heart needed and he hadn't thought of before in the 
middle of his inner turmoils. 


He now stood at the grand stone steps of the old neighbourhood temple, head 
cleared and heart lighter. He never understood why that place was so 
important, so magnetic to him, but continued to be his grounding force 
through his whole life since he was a small child. 


Katsuki used to loathe coming to pray, even to the festivities, but after 
witnessing what he had always called a miracle, he became a faithful visitor. 


His mother always made it seem like he dreamed it but Katsuki had a clear 
picture of an ethereal man, in flowing robes and a gentle smile calling his 
name at that very temple eighteen years ago. He could not forget that, not 
for a moment. 


That man had asked Katsuki to wait for him and although he was still unsure 
of the meaning behind those words, wait he would. 


His young self was found sleeping peacefully on the altar that night after his 
parents searched for him like crazy for over an hour. He had drifted too far 
from the celebration and in the blink of an eye was nowhere to be found. 


He could remember neither going to the altar nor falling asleep but those 
green shimmering eyes never left his mind. 


He dreamed of that man, so many times during the years, he had notebooks 
upon notebooks filled with sketches of his beautiful face, his expressive eyes, 
his myriad of freckles and his hands, outstretched to him. 


As if calling to Katsuki, to take them and not let go. He fucking wished he 
did. 


He knew it was crazy, he could barely remember that night and the scene he 
had in his mind was not longer than a few seconds, but Katsuki would die on 
the hill that it was the goddess himself that appeared to him that night. 


Believing that he was good enough, even if just for a second, for a goddess to 
show up to him made the hero believe in himself all the more. That there was 
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something good in him, worth saving, worth working towards. 


And because he believed that so fiercely, Katsuki knew he would always be 
accepted at the temple, no matter how awful the media would portray him to 
the public that week. He had found himself hiding inside those gates more 
times than he would like to count. 


That was also probably why his feet had taken him there before he even 
realised. Because he needed to feel worthy of his hero mantle, even if just for 
a little bit after his day. 


Adjusting the bag on his shoulder, he took off the cap and the mask, they 
weren't needed here. The bandages on his face were itchy against his skin, but 
it was better than potentially infecting his injuries. 


The climb up to the temple was a steep one he had long since gotten used to 
and the burn in his legs was not only welcomed but helped to soothe the ache 
in his soul. He could feel himself breathing easier with every new step 
conquered. 


He never spent long at the altar, the whole place had enough of that aura of 
quietness and peace Katsuki always looked for, and damn needed when he 
came, so just looking around was enough. 


Besides that, whenever he entered the altar, his heart filled with a longing he 
couldn't understand. There had never been someone in his life worthy of the 
sorrow that his heart felt in that place. 


So, as good as it was, sometimes Katsuki avoided it and it was fine, there was 
rarely another living soul in that temple at that hour anyway. He could roam 
around as much as he liked. 


He finished climbing the steps with that thought in mind, aiming for his 
favourite path by the small pond at the end of the temple when he noticed 
another soul coming from the opposite direction. 


As much as Katsuki was a pro hero, practised on fast reflexes and last-minute 
decisions, he was not prepared to find anyone that day and that broke him 
out of his thoughts faster than any villain ever could. 


His step faltered even if he could not see the person yet, the uneven path only 
allowing him to see a figure approaching through the late afternoon light 
shining against him. 


His heart skipped several beats and he had to remind himself that the temple 
was a public place and although not very famous, people were allowed to visit 
ave 

It was just an incredibly unusual coincidence and he had to stop allowing such 
a stupid thing to catch him by surprise. 


Tightening his hands into fists just for the sake of keeping himself grounded 
- and ready to explode if needed - he pushed forward. 
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The other person seemed to not have noticed him yet, eyes downcast and 
focused on his step. Katsuki noticed soon it was a man, a tad younger than 
him it seemed. 


Katsuki scoffed when he noticed how ridiculously harmless the other looked, 
how he could ever think he was a possible threat was beyond him. The guy 
was dressed in what he could only describe as an insult to his parents' job 
with a striped shirt and a bucket hat, completely opposite to his own 
complete sombre outfit. 


Contrary to Katsuki, who wanted not to be noticed at all, you couldn't miss 
that man in a crowd, even if you tried to. 


When there was less than a few steps between them, the younger man lifted 
his eyes to finally look at Katsuki and it was as if the world stopped turning 
and someone took the air out of his lungs. 


His feet kept moving on autopilot because Katsuki was nowhere near Earth 
at that moment. 


Those big, green, expressive eyes he’d dreamed of his whole life suddenly 
looking at him with the same surprised expression he knew mirrored his. 
Green curls framing his freckled cheeks and gentle expression exactly as he 
remembered. 


Katsuki could only hear the beating of his heart, loud and obnoxious in his 
ears, his blood running cold. It couldn't be true. He grabbed the straps of his 
bag as if to feel something under his suddenly trembling palms. 


This man was real, flesh and blood and not a deity, not the goddess he 
remembers, was he going crazy? Had the blows he took on the job finally 
caught up to him? 


They passed each other as if in slow motion, eyes still locked and minds 
wandering. Katsuki had to rein in his emotions not to freak the hell out right 
then and there. 


Striking green eyes looked at him, seemingly trying to find a missing piece of 
a puzzle he couldn't remember ever starting. To top it off, amidst all the 
turmoil, Katsuki had the fleeting thought that he was probably the most 
gorgeous man he had ever seen. 


One step away from the other man he felt like never before, the pull he always 
had towards the temple, the invisible strings that always kept him grounded 
on those steps, pulling him back in the direction of green eyes. 


He could not look away, not even for a moment and his mind supplied him 
with the name he longed to hear just once again in his life. 


Kacchan. 


*178* 


Just as the sweet nickname called to him, his whole existence came crashing 
down like a never-ending waterfall. 


Millenia of passion and heartbreak, hands in his hair, his lips, his heart, 
millions of kisses and hellos and goodbyes. He felt on his face more tears than 
he would ever be able to shed in a lifetime, more love than he could probably 
hold in his heart. 


His emotions overflowed his body and spilt off him in his every breath, every 
tear, every thought. 


Izuku, Deku, Orihime, his better half, his own north star, the love of all his 
existence finally in the material world with him and just a step away. 


Before he could bear his thoughts, the lives he had lived and forgotten all 
about moved his body for him, throwing himself on Izuku. His arms circled 
the smaller frame as if their hearts depended on their proximity to one 
another to continue to beat. 


Hands roaming the other as if to confirm it was really true, the other was 
there, that close, in person and to stay. Katsuki could not keep himself from 
holding Izuku tight, hands in his curls and on his back, moulding their bodies 
together. 


"Kacchan, Kacchan, it’s finally you, I finally found you" 


His voice faltered between tears of happiness and longing, they were finally 
here. 


"Pm here, Deku, you found me' 


Tears flowed freely on both their cheeks and into already soaked shoulders. 
Katsuki was not above saying he sobbed with his face buried into Izuku's 
neck, his hands holding onto him for dear life. 


Izuku wailed into his arms and his heart felt as if it was failing with how much 
it filled with warmth and sorrow, one and the same. His body shivered and 
he held on tighter until both could breathe once more. 


Katsuki was the first to pull back, bearing his surroundings and the 
incredible, unimaginably pure euphoria of having Izuku back into his arms. 
He would never fight the smile stretching across his whole face. 


"You called for me, all those years ago' 


Izuku still had his face in Katsuki's shirt, inhaling his scent as Katsuki 
distributed kisses on his hair, hat long forgotten on the ground. Katsuki 
wanted to imprint the smell of those soft curls into his brain. 


"I did, how could I not? I was about to disappear and I couldn't go without 
seeing your bright eyes once more. I feared you would never find me again 
otherwise" 


Katsuki chuckled because that couldn't be further from the truth. His heart, 
mind and body were Izuku's for eternity. 
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"I promised you, hundred of lifetimes ago, when it was just you and me under 
the lights of the Milky Way that I'd always find my way back to you' 


Katsuki could feel Izuku smiling, he encouraged him to look up. He had 
always been enamoured by those green eyes and it had been too long since he 
had last had the chance to just stare at them. Constellations of freckles 
framing them just for him. 


"You always did Kacchan" 
And he would be damned if he didn't. 


Katsuki lowered his face until their foreheads touched, the contact a breath 
of relief into their old souls’ yearning for each other for far too long. Their 
current lives were just a small tiny fraction of all they’d lived together and 
would still have for eternity. 


"Welcome home Deku" 


Izuku smiled and it was as if everything was right in the world once more. 
The ground by his feet disappeared with how light the fluttering feeling inside 
his chest made him. 


With a hand intertwining Izuku's fingers and the other cradling his face, 
Katsuki joined them both into a kiss, sealing the fate they had been fighting 
for thousands of years into soft lips against his. 


It didn’t last long, just a small peck with a promise of a thousand more. Sweet 
kisses of good mornings and good nights, heated kisses with the force of 
lifetimes of passion, fleeting kisses of just a passing thought. 


Izuku laughed into it, prompting Katsuki to bump their noses playfully as if 
they had not a care in the world. 


Suddenly, everything else seemed so little and unimportant. 


Katsuki might be a hero in this life, Izuku might be something completely 
different from the princess he used to be, but they were still them. Orihime 
and Kengyu, Deku and Kacchan. 


"I'm home Kacchan, thanks for waiting" 


*181* 


Nika 


In the beginning, there was darkness—and then, there was an explosion of 
light and life. 


Stars—entranced by the birth of a planet and all of her newborn growth-fell 
to the earth in droves, eager to explore, to learn and to teach. The stars 
took their self-given tasks seriously, and each time nature evolved, 
continuously and without end, the stars evolved too. By the time humanity 
came into being, the stars had been at work—hard and often thankless work— 
for eons already. Many of them were tired and ready to return to their 
celestial homes in the heavens above Earth but several enjoyed the raw 
admiration that early humans afforded them; and so gods were born. 


And when even those stars were ready to retire, still attached to their 
mortal charges, they found themselves reluctant to abandon them 
completely and so, they came up with a solution. 


A way for humans to fend for themselves in place of praying to the stars for 
help. 


The stars-the gods-they gave humanity the gift of their own divine powers: 
Quirks. 


There are many immortal beings in the Universe still undecided on whether 
this was a mistake because... well. Humans are the best of both good and 
bad, light and dark, capable of deeds of heavenly kindness and hellacious 
evil. 


And while hardly any stars linger on earth, some fell in love with 
humanity... or rather, specific humans. Like Izuku's parents: Izuku's celestial 
father fell in love with his mortal mother, giving birth to a child unlike any 
other ever seen, neither by stars nor humankind. 


So is it any surprise that Izuku loves humanity? That he loves to walk upon 
the surface of the earth and mingle with the mortals? 


Izuku especially loves this time of year: he loves seeing all of the pretty 
wisps of papers hanging from their ties, carefully knotted in place by 
hopeful hands of all sizes, streams of colours that sway in the wind. He loves 
seeing all of the children running about, dressed in their festival regalia, 
followed by adults temporarily stripped of their daily worries and concerns. 
Over the centuries, the festival has evolved, as have the people who 
celebrate it—long has it been since the gods bestowed their gifts upon the 
humans living below the heavens, bequeathing them with the abilities they 
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call Quirks—but one thing has stayed the same; always, the people tie their 
wishes and hopes and dreams to tree branches, to bamboo poles, setting 
them free in the world in hopes that they’ll come true. 


Many of the stars have retired to the heavens; one by one they went home, 
exhausted by centuries of watching over humanity and engaging in their 
own machinations and fancies, relieved of their duties and responsibilities at 
long last. 


Izuku’s own father—and the soul of his human mother—has been in their 
celestial home for ages but Izuku loves this too much to leave it behind. 


Humans are amazing! The things that they’re capable of, the things they've 
done-the good and the bad—they’re amazing! 


But none of them are as amazing as this tiny child; caught in the branches 
of the tree he’d been trying to hang his tanzaku on, as close to the top as 
he’d been able to climb. Even though Izuku can feel the fear wafting from 
him in waves, the child grits his teeth into a snarl and clutches at the 
branch with scraped-up hands, clinging valiantly to keep himself from falling 
a dozen feet to the ground. He manages the mighty feat seconds before he 
slips, and Izuku darts to the base of the tree, catching the child just in time. 
The child doesn't scream or shout; he merely stares at Izuku with wide 
crimson eyes and a mouth that gapes with shock. 


"Whoa," the child breathes, his tiny fingers reaching up to touch the stars 
scattered across the bridge of his nose, tracing the speckles as if connecting 
the dots to see which constellation they might form, "so sparkly!" 


Izuku can't help himself; he laughs, the sound ringing in the air around 
them. "They do sparkle a little," whispers the starchild, soft and sly, like 
he's sharing a secret. "What do you see?" 


The child grins, bright and gap-toothed, as he says, "All Might! No, wait! 
Maybe it's Tobiuo! Or Kogitsune?" Without a trace of his earlier fear, the 
boy begins to list all of the constellations, much to Izuku's amusement, 
before he goes back to his first guess and proclaims, "Nah, definitely All 
Might! Because you saved me!" A blush darkens his cheeks, and then, "But 
you're also really pretty! Your hair is so long and curly and your yukata has 
stars all over and-" 


"Oi, brat! There you are! I told you not to run off!" Here comes a woman 
who looks so similar to the child that she must be his mother, and Izuku 
casts a reassuring smile in her direction but she's too busy scolding the little 
boy. "I am so sorry if he's bothering you, sir!" 


"Of course not, he's no bother! I was just about to tell him how brave he is; 
his wish will surely be granted, so high up in the branches that it must be 
seen by the gods as close as it is to the heavens!" Izuku means the words, 
even if the nearest god is himself. "Such bravery and determination should 
be rewarded!" 
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The mother scowls, turning that scary scowl at her son. "You climbed to the 
top!? You could have been hurt, Katsuki!" 


Katsuki scoffs, crossing his tiny arms over his chest. "Nuh uh! I know how to 
climb! And Speckles caught mel’ 


Izuku can't contain his giggles. "My name is Izuku but Speckles will work," 
he teases, giggling harder when the boy blushes. How precious! "Only for 
you though!" 


The mother looks between them uncertainly, as if sensing the weird aura 
that surrounds Izuku. Some are sensitive to his divinity while most ignore it 
altogether. Whatever she reads has her pulling Katsuki in close and saying, 
"Sorry for troubling you! We'll be on our way now. Say goodbye, kiddo." 


Katsuki pouts but mumbles, "Bye, Speckles." 


"Goodbye, Kacchan. Don't ever give up on your dream! The world needs 
brave heroes like yourself!" 


Katsuki’s eyes light up in wonder; after all, Izuku had never seen his 
tanzaku and the child hadn't had the chance to share it, nor was it likely 
that he ever would have. Before he has a chance to shout, his mother is 
rushing him off and Izuku is left to wander the festival, enjoying the sounds 


of happiness all around him. 


Izuku is mostly unaware of the passage of time but only three Tanabata 
Festivals have passed since last he saw the child and honestly, though he 
keeps a lookout every time he wanders onto the mortal planes, he doesn't 
expect to meet Katsuki again. Which makes it all the more surprising when 
Izuku feels a tiny tug on his yukata and glances down to find the blond 
child looking up at him with that same look of adoration. He's taller now 
but not quite as tall as Izuku, though that will probably change soon. His 
frame is lanky and awkward, all signs of a body transitioning from child to 
teenager, of a human aging with the passage of time, all while Izuku 
remains the same-—stuck in his ever-youthful body, one that will never grow 
older, will never wear the ravages of time. 


"Hello, Kacchan! What a pleasure to run into you here!" 


The boy blushes, eyes darting around like a cornered animal before he 
finally looks back at Izuku, puffing his cheeks out before he squeaks, "I got 
something for you!" and shoves a figurine into Izuku's hand, leaving behind 
a sticky residue that must be from some yummy treat. "I've had it for a 
while!" 


"You've been waiting for me all this time? You are so sweet!" Katsuki 
doesn't meet his gaze and therefore misses out on the fond smile shaping his 
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lips, dimpling his freckled cheeks. "I'm sorry to have kept you waiting, 
Kacchan!" 


"Better not be late next year," not-so-tiny fingers curl into Izuku's yukata, 
fidgeting with the extravagant fabric. Really, he's too adorable for his own 
good. "I'm going to make you the best gift ever!" Those fingers twist tight, 
cloth wrinkling beneath them as he adds quietly, "made a wish for you this 
year, too." 


Izuku gently drapes an arm around his thin shoulders, smiling sweetly. "I 
know but shouldn't you save your wishes for yourself?" 


Katsuku puffs out his chest, shoving his fists against his hips and crowing, 
"Don't need wishes to become the best hero ever! I'm going to be stronger 
than even All Might because I have an amazing Quirk and I'm going to win 
all the fights and be the Number One hero!" 


Izuku frowns, just a little, not enough to make the child worry but his heart 
fills with concern. The world is not a kind place, especially not to 
overconfident pro-hero wannabes, especially ones that aren't heroes for the 
right reasons, the good reasons. "Kacchan," he begins, and then pauses, 
staring into those brilliantly red eyes. "Being a hero isn't just about being 
strong or ranking high; a hero must protect people, ensure their happiness 
and safety. You know that, right?" 


Pure bravado takes over as Kacchan tries to convince him that he does, in 
fact, know that. "Psh, yeah! But to save people, I have to win! Which means 
I have to be the strongest! So strong I could even protect you!" His 
confidence shows clearly in the straight line of his shoulders, in the jut of his 
chest. 


Izuku can see the man he will be, the hero he will become, in the proud set 
of his chin, the fire glimmering in his eyes, and Izuku finds that he'd like to 
be there, he wants to see first-hand just how amazing Kacchan will become. 
With his showy Quirk and his raw determination... yeah. Izuku would love 
to see how wonderful he'll be. His lips curve back into that fond smile, 
chasing his frown away, and Kacchan takes it for the approval it is, beaming 
back at him. "You will be a wonderful hero, Kacchan. I know it!" 


For a second, the child pauses as if shocked and then, he throws his thin 
arms around Izuku's waist and hugs him tightly. "I will," he vows, sincerity 
shining in his eyes. "I'll be the best hero this world has ever seen!" 


And Izuku, he has no doubts that Kacchan will be. 


pee 


Izuku makes an effort to return to that same festival the next year, and the 
next, and the next. And each year, Kacchan is waiting for him beneath the 
boughs of the tree that Izuku met him under; always with a gift, usually 

made by his own hands, although sometimes he'll have some food from one 
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of his favorite street vendors. Izuku doesn't bring him any gifts, not any 
physical ones. Although... it could be argued that granting his wishes is 
technically a physical gift, it sometimes leads to a physical reward. 


And for as brash and rough around the edges as he may be, none of his 
wishes are ever for himself. 


Bakugou Katsuki never makes a wish for himself. 
Unless... 


Well. 


Izuku reads this year's wish and... and he can't help but feel an 
overwhelming sense of longing fill his heart. He's not young, not in terms of 
humanity, although for a star he's barely out of childhood himself, but... this 
year, he looks at Katsuki’s wish and finds himself—for the first time in his 
life—unable to fulfill it. 


Katsuki doesn't say anything about it, doesn't acknowledge it at all. He 
never mentions his wishes to Izuku, not anymore. Perhaps some part of him 
suspects that Izuku is his wish-granter; that every time Katsuki ties a 
tanzaku to this tree, it comes true. His Kacchan is smart, after all—brillant, 
really—and Izuku hasn't made any allusions to his powers nor has Katsuki 
questioned his unchanging appearance but he has to know. Maybe it's 
something he knows deep down, an innate sense honed in on Izuku. And all 
of those other wishes were easy to grant, as most children's wishes are, but 
now... Katsuki is no longer a child and his wishes reflect his age. 


Together, they sit upon a vibrantly colorful blanket spread beneath heavy 
branches and watch the setting sun paint the sky a dozen colours that 
slowly darken, the night stars chasing away the last lingering rays of the 
sun. A wooden basket sits between them and every so often a breeze blows 
through, sending the heavenly scent of delicious food straight to Izuku's 
nose, stirring his belly into a rumbling beast, a noise that makes Kacchan 
huff a laugh and rustle through the basket. 


"Can't even wait until after the fireworks, huh Deku?" Kacchan's voice has 
changed so much over the years—as has his nickname for Deku, born of his 
inability to properly pronounce Izuku- rising high and sweet then crackling 
before settling into this deep rasp that soothes all worries from Izuku's 
mind. He reaches into the basket, emerging with a skewer of grilled chicken 
and veggies that he hands off to Izuku. "Fixed all this myself," he tells Izuku 
casually, as if it isn't a big deal. As if he isn't tensed up, waiting anxiously 
for Izuku's reaction. 


Izuku beams, making grabby hands at the yakitori and eagerly biting into 
it. Humans are so amazing! They can make so many things! So many 
delicious, yummy treats! "Kacchan!!" Izuku moans between bites, juicy sauce 
spilling over his mouth, escaping to streak down his chin. "This is so good!" 
He praises, words jumbling around the food in his mouth. "Kacchan is so 
amazing!" 
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Katsuki doesn't reply but Izuku can see the red creeping up the back of his 
neck, burning the tips of his ears. Even now, with Katsuki towering over 
him in height and the firm musculature hard-earned by his intense training 
regimen, Katsuki is adorable. Izuku has seen him interacting with his group 
of friends and never has he seen him act like this with them; all blushy and 
soft, kind in his own jagged way, sharp edges surrounding a warm core as if 
in self-defense. 


"You're making a mess," Kacchan points out but he's already moving, gently 
swiping at Izuku's chin with a napkin. He frowns at a particularly 
troublesome spot before licking his thumb and scrubbing until the sauce 
relents, retreating from Izuku's skin. "There—" 


Izuku stares up at him, breath caught in his throat and mouth hanging 
open, stunned by the tender fondness shimmering in Katsuki’s gaze. 


Oh. 
Oh. 
Oh, but how he wishes, how he longs... 


He sucks in a rasping breath and turns away in the hope that Katsuki 
didn't catch the glimmer of tears welling up, blurring his vision. It's a lost 
cause because of course his Kacchan notices. Warm fingers grip his chin, 
gently turning him back to face Katsuki, who doesn't look upset. 


Katsuki just looks steadily back at him, and then hands him another 
skewer. 


When they part ways just before midnight, Izuku wears Katsuki's wish from 
his obi, an acknowledgement of his desire to grant the wish but unable to do 
SO. 


He's never been able to grant his own wishes, after all. 


ame 


Izuku is filled with a desire so strong that his heart aches with it. 


He wants more than yearly visits among the mortals. He wants more than 
just a wisp of time spent with Kacchan, he wants to live every moment of 
Katsuki’s life at his side. He wants to see the explosion of growth that he 
knows Katsuki is capable of, wants to be there cheering him on for every 
single triumph, wants to comfort him through every failing (not that he 
thinks there would be many because Kacchan is amazing! But humans are 
mortal and even stars make mistakes so it's inevitable that Kacchan will 
and he'll need someone there who understands him, someone like Izuku). 


Really, Izuku just wants to be there. 
Just wants to be with Kacchan. 
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But... Izuku isn't mortal. 


Celestial blood runs through his veins, and the only way he will die is by 
burning out. 


And yet... and yet, Izuku wishes more than anything that he could be 
human, just so he could be with his Kacchan forever. 


He keeps Katsuki’s tanzaku hanging from his obi. Izuku wears it with pride, 
and a sort of heart-rending longing, and a million different emotions that 
he's not sure really exist for humanity. Not that humans are lesser than 
stars, especially with their star-given gifts, but stars are older and their 
ranges are wider, they can hold so much more. Even still, knowing that 
Katsuki harbors affections for him, knows that deep within Kacchan's chest 
burns an ember so strong that he would risk his natural propensity for 
holding everything close to his heart to share it with Izuku... he wishes, 
more than anything, that he could return those affections loudly and 
unashamedly, and equally. 


Izuku's love for Kacchan is immortal but it's also... unattainable. 


But that doesn't stop him from writing his own tanzaku and hanging it 
high in the boughs of their tree this year, high enough that maybe, just 
maybe, it'll be seen by some being stronger and more powerful than the 
stars. Someone strong enough to grant his wish, to give him that which he 
longs for more than anything else. 


A life spent side-by-side with his Kacchan. 


After he's done that, he gets comfortable at the base of the tree, sitting 
with his back resting on the trunk, and he waits. 


And waits. 
And waits. 


The sun sets, and the fireworks explode across the dark sky, and similarly, 
worries expand in the cage of Izuku's ribs, anxiety filling him to the brim 
and bubbling over in a torrent of mumbling and pacing. 


Katsuki never shows up. 


By the time pale morning light washes over him, Izuku is nearly frantic with 
worry. Katsuki has never missed a festival but... this is also his first year as 
an official professional hero. Maybe he got caught up in a mission or 
someone needed help? Izuku’s nails are bitten to the quick and he’s made 
up his mind to wander the city looking for Katsuki, following the string 
that’s always connected them, ever since Katsuki was a child, when 
darkness quickly blots out the faint morning light. The warm summer air 
chills so quickly that Izuku shivers, his temporarily human body far more 
susceptible to temperature than his ethereal form, and he stands, casting 
out with the same sense he uses to find Kacchan and immediately flinching 
at the wave of pure, unbridaled and uncontained rage that he finds. 
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A wave of energy so evil it sends animals scurrying far away from the area 
slams into him, knocking him back into the tree, and Izuku can only gape 
up at the towering form of a creature he’s only heard stories of, tales told by 
his celestial father who has been alive since long before the dawn of earth. 
He scrambles back to his feet, his own power gathering within him, but he 
knows he stands no chance of defeating All For One by himself. Not when it 
had taken his father and a dozen other stars to seal him away. 


Above them, lightning crawls across the sky, gathering into a ball of whitish 
green energy that Izuku can call to his fists should he need it to defend 
himself. He’d rather not, if given the choice, because his celestial power is 
unstable from his unusual lineage. He can give himself a human form and he 
can grant wishes with ease but his power in its raw form is dangerous to 
everyone around him so he limits his usage but... but he might have to, 
against All For One. 


“Little Star,” All For One sneers, not that Izuku can see his mouth curling 
downward from the mask obscuring the lower part of his face. “What brings 
such a vulnerable halfling to the dangerous realm that is earth?” 


Firmly, Izuku bites back his automatic answer. Telling him about Kacchan 
would only put him in danger, more danger than the newly licensed 
professional hero puts himself in. “What brings you here?” He asks instead, 
glaring. All For One is infamous for his heinous crimes of killing stars to 
steal their power; his presence here means that Izuku is in big trouble. A 
flick of his finger, hopefully a barely noticeable action, sends a thin strand of 
lightning shooting upward, vanishing into the inky emptiness of space, 
toward the celestial realm. It’s a call for help, one that will hopefully arrive 
in time. 


“What have you got there?” Izuku barely has time to react: a string of dark 
purple light encircles the tanzaku hanging from his obi and brings it to All 
For One’s hands. “Well, well. This is quite the relic, isn’t it? An icon, all 
your own, and you haven’t even tried for godhood.” 


“T-what? That’s not a relic, it’s not—” 


“Whoever made this for you must hold you in high regard,” All For One 
drawls, stepping closer to Izuku, who has nowhere to retreat to; he’s backed 
against the tree. “Why, I’d even say they consider you godlike. So you 
probably have the godly power to back that claim.” 


Fear freezes Izuku, all the way to the core, and none of that fear is for 
himself. It’s all for Kacchan, despite the fact that All For One surely means 
to steal his power... to kill him. “N-— no,” he stammers, holding his hands 
out, reaching for the relic. “It’s— ’m not—” 


“Fool. It’s the fact that you recognize it for what it is that makes it a 
religious icon. Giving humans power over you, like all of those other 
weaklings before you. You don’t deserve that power. I’m just going to take 
it off your hands, I’ll make better use of it.” 
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Izuku moves, blinking in and out of existence, darting around the clearing 
that surrounds his and Kacchan’s tree, attempting to prolong the inevitable 
until help can arrive. Dodging those dark purple vines is hard, draining; 
they whip around at lightning-fast speeds, narrowly missing Izuku, and he 
knows, he knows, that if one of them manages to snag him, he’s dead. 


“Deku!” The nickname rings out-somehow rising over the ravaging winds 
born of his dodges and All For One’s whips—and Izuku feels the earlier fear 
coiling knots tight in his stomach. No, no! Kacchan can’t be here now! He 
isn’t safe here! 


“No!” Izuku screams, stupidly freezing in place, and one of those whips 
singes the air beside him only seconds before Katsuki shoves him aside, 
firing an explosion into All For One’s eyeless face. "You have to leave!" 
Because Izuku doesn't want to die in front of Katsuki, doesn't want him 
sitting front-row to the supernova that would erupt upon his death, doesn't 
want him here with All For One—a being so horrible that humanity based a 
number of devils on his cruel actions. 


"Like fuckin’ hell I'm leaving," and there is all the power that Izuku always 
knew he'd be capable of, all the fierce protectivness Izuku has always known 
he's had. Katsuki is still dressed in his hero costume, with a score of injuries 
already showing through the rips. "Saw that storm, knew it was you," he 
says, and then blows Izuku's mind with, "I could feel you, that you were in 
danger so I ran." 


"How touching—" another whip lashes dangerously close to them, too close, 
and All For One materializes just behind them. "A shame that this is why 
you're dying." He grabs for Izuku with another streak of purple, and 
Katsuki shoves Izuku out of the way. 


Katsuki doesn't even have time to yell; it wraps around his throat, and 
tendrils of black creep under his skin. Izuku can see how quickly it travels 
through the rips in Katsuki’s clothes. He's already moving but it's too late, 
far too late. 


Katsuki is dead by the time that Izuku reaches him, by the time he yanks 
him up into his arms, blood spreading across his yukata like ink spilled over 


paper. 


"Nooooooo," Izuku wails, the scream torn from his throat so forcefully that 
his voice cracks midway through, and his lightning snaps through the air 
without warning, striking the ground at All For One's feet. "No! Katsuki!" 
The lightning strikes hit faster, ripping the ground asunder, until they flash 
like a strobe light—a deadly light that rips All For One's physical body to 
pieces, shattering him like porcelain. "Kacchan!!" 


All For One's body is left a viscous mess on the devastated ground, 
bubbling over and stinking of sulphur, while his non corporeal form is little 
more than a black mist trying to pull into some mimicry of a form. Without 
a container, he can't exist on earth. 
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Izuku pats Kacchan's soot-darkened hair, sobbing into his chest as he holds 
him close to his own. "No! Don't leave me!" His screams are muffled into 
Kacchan's lifeless body, gone without even a farewell, no chance to say 
goodbye. "Don't leave me alone," he gasps, choking on the grief welling up 
in his throat like bile. 


For a long time, he sits there, rocking Kacchan's body beneath the boughs 
of their tree, All For One frantically trying to pull himself together and 
failing. His agony manifests in the cyclone of green lightning that spins 
around the clearing, destroying the festival decorations but keeping them 
hidden from view. Burnt slivers of paper float around them, held aloft on 
the breezes generated by his storm, and he alternates between watching 
them fail and gazing upon the eerily calm expression on Kacchan's face. A 
charred bit of a tanzaku lands on his ashen skin and... 


And Izuku frantically grabs for the tanzaku still-miraculously—fastened to 
his obi. With trembling fingers, he lays it atop the still slope of Katsuki's 
chest, splaying his palm flat over top of it, and desperately, he cries, "I wish 
to be with you always! I wish to spend forever with you too! Be with me! 
Stay with me, Kacchan! I wish it!" 


Nothing happens, and nothing continues to happen, save the increasingly 
desperate pleas growing louder and more hoarse. 


"Kacchan," Izuku whimpers, and he inhales a deep, shuddering breath. The 
air seems to shudder and shiver with him, fine-tuned to the raw energy of 
his emotions. 


The mist that was All For One must sense it, that frantic urge to do 
anything, anything to save Katsuki, because it tries to flee and fails, thrown 
back to the eye of the storm by the whipping winds. It freezes before his 
eyes, and Izuku doesn't think—he reaches out and grabs, holds tight, his 
energy pouring through the mist until it fades to a whitish green, purified 
by his visceral need to have Kacchan alive. And then, like a wire serving as 
nothing more than a conduit, that newly-cleansed, pure energy rushes 
through him—and into Kacchan. 


The power rockets them upward, through the barriers that protect earth 
from the harsh light of the sun, and outward, light-years into the distance— 
their atoms are torn apart and scattered among the stars until the sudden 
absence of matter draws them back in in a stellar collision, bringing with 
them particles of long-dead stars and discarded energy and remnants of 
millions of celestial bodies; a synestia of massive proportions. 


When Katsuki-newly born and nothing more than a smattering of space 
debris and raw energy—takes his first breath as a star, Izuku quivers in 
response. His relief and awe are palpable, visible in the shimmering lines of 
green cast around them like the Earth phenomenon of northern lights, and 
Katsuki crowds into his space, their atoms tangling together in a 
breathtaking dance of light and power. 
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surface, sending tonnes of rocks and dirt and trees flying, rearrangin 


_ They speed back through the crowded d 
them along, showing Katsuki the way back | 
plummeting them through the atmosphere and smashing into the 


geography until a massive mountain range forms around a crater that a oe 
swiftly fills with rain born from their rapid entry through the sky, becoming 
a crystal-clear lake. - a ee res es eee 


It'll take years before life grows in the lake or upon the mountain but it . 
stands as a symbol-a relic—of their love. : 


And naturally, the child who so longed to be a hero, grows into a wonderful 
god—brash and headstrong but viciously protective to the core, and so very 
powerful-and with Izuku at his side-balancing out his rough edges with a 
joyful kindness, an eagerness to grant wishes—the two gods become well 
known and well loved. | 


Their union is celebrated alongside the Tanabata Festival—and how fitting is 
that, their birth as gods celebrated alongside the festival born of a love 
between two deities; only nothing will ever keep them apart. 
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Still slightly sleepy, Izuku sank into his seat in the classroom. He had been 
running relatively late, so many of his classmates were already in the room. 
He was about to unpack his pens and notebooks when his classmates 
distracted him, drawing his attention to the conversation going on behind 
him. Mineta was chatting intensely with Kaminari, and although he really 
didn’t like to listen to their conversations, he couldn’t help but pick up what 
they were saying. 


“Maaaaan, I don’t know who to ask, there are so many choices.” 


“Yeah, right? The festival is the ideal place to meet with girls or get to 
know some,” Mineta agreed. 


“Have you asked someone already?” 
“Nah, not yet, but I’ll definitely get a beautiful girl to go with me!” 


“Sure, buddy, we’ll get them easily!” Kaminari declared excitedly, pumping 
his fist in the air as a sign of victory. “How about you, Midoriya, do you 
already have a date?” 


Izuku was startled when he was drawn into the conversation. He hadn’t 
noticed that he’d stopped unpacking and instead turned to listen in. 


“Um... t-to be honest, I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” he 
admitted as Kaminari and Mineta continued to look at him expectantly. 


Kaminari gave him a strange look, as if he was somehow missing out on 
something. 


“Well, the Tanabata Festival, of course!” He said, as if it were obvious 
information. “You’re going too, right?” 


Oh right, it was the 7" of July! He had completely forgotten about the 
Tanabata Festival due to all the stress at school, his training sessions with 
All Might and the increasing swirl of emotional chaos inside of him. 


“Uh... yes of course, but I haven’t given it much thought, to be honest,” he 
admitted sheepishly. 


“But if you’re not fast enough, all the good ones will be taken already!” 
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Kaminari exclaimed with a shocked expression on his face, as if they were 
talking about their prom dates. 


It was true that the Tanabata Festival had always been a very popular 
occasion to invite one’s beloved to an evening under the stars. Many used 
the beautiful atmosphere, as well as the tradition and history, to their 
advantage, to finally confess their feelings to a very special person. 


While Kaminari and Mineta continued to talk about what the girls in their 
class would wear and who would look most beautiful in which dress, Izuku’s 
thoughts wandered back to his own world. 


He remembered what a big deal it was for everyone back in middle school, 
when he and his classmates were entering puberty. Love, dates and feelings 
were suddenly on the agenda and girls were no longer declared ‘stupid’ but 
suddenly ‘interesting’ or even ‘desirable’. He still remembered how shitty he 
felt back then when pretty much everyone in class had a date for the 
festival, except for him, since nobody wanted to be seen with the quirkless 
loser, let alone have people think there was some kind of connection between 
them. 


Even Kacchan was there with a girl in their class, if he remembered 
correctly. Oh, who was he kidding, of course he could still remember it. It 
was the girl who had sat diagonally in front of him. She had always kept an 
eye on the hot-headed bad boy, some had even said they were in love, which 
was bullshit of course because Izuku kept a careful eye out for that sort of 
thing. 


She was the only one brave enough to actually ask him, though. Unlike 
Izuku. And Kacchan had actually said yes! It surprised — and honestly 
shocked Izuku, that Kacchan showed any interest in something other than 
his budding hero career or exploding villains. ‘That had made it all the more 
difficult for Izuku to swallow the idea of Kacchan going on an actual date 
with someone. 


He himself didn’t go. Nobody wanted him there anyway, so what would 
have been the point in going? He preferred to spend the evening in question 
imagining what it would be like to be there with Kacchan in place of the 
girl. Of course, that didn’t really help his situation, it just made him feel 
worse. 


He was torn from his thoughts when Kirishima and Kaminari, who had 
apparently ended his conversation with Mineta while Izuku was lost in his 
memories, joined Kacchan at the table in front of him. As inconspicuously 
as possible, Izuku squinted at his childhood friend, who was already sitting 
in his seat and waiting for the lesson to finally begin. 


*197* 


“Yo Bakubro, what about you? Are you going to the Tanabata Festival 
too?” Kirishima asked. 


“Fuck off, Shitty-Hair,” was the only reaction he got. 


Izuku had to resist a slight smile, even if the answer really interested him. 
That was just so... Kacchan. His Kacchan. 


“Aw, come on, man.” Kirishima put his arm around Kacchan’s shoulders in 
a friendly manner. Izuku felt his own tense at the sight. “It’ll be great! We’ll 
have a lot of fun, for sure!” 


“Totally!” Kaminari joined him right away. “This is your chance to let out 
the gentleman in you and get yourself a nice little lady.” He winked at him. 


Kacchan only raised an eyebrow before he turned his head away from his 
over-enthusiastic friends. 


“Not interested.” 


Kaminari didn’t seem bothered by that however, and just continued to blab 
about the topic. 


“Maybe somebody will be able to stand a whole evening with you there,” he 
giggled teasingly and ducked away from an explosion that was aimed at his 
face. 


Izuku tried to read Kacchan’s reactions as best as he could. Would he go to 
the festival again this year? Would he go on a date again? Or maybe he 
already had one? Izuku wouldn’t be surprised, because despite his bad 
temper, Kacchan was still quite a heartthrob. Even if he didn’t like it, Izuku 
could hardly blame the people who wanted to date Kacchan. He was perfect 
in every way. 


But he was also his. Maybe he would have a chance to finally get closer to 
his long-term crush if he could summon up the courage to actually ask him 
to go together. 


They weren’t exactly friends, but their relationship was definitely better 
than at the beginning of the year — characterized by mutual respect and 
mutual acceptance, which admittedly was half the battle considering 
Kacchan’s other relationships. 


“Um... Deku?” Izuku’s attention was diverted from their conversation when 
Uraraka tugged at his sleeve. 


“Can I talk to you for a second?” she asked, glancing over at the table in 
front of him, where the three boys were still busy with their argument. 
“ Alone?” 
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“Uh... sure. What’s the matter?” Izuku asked curiously, following her out of 
the classroom into the less crowded hallway. 


“N-Nothing bad, I just wanted to ask you something!” 


Uraraka’s cheeks were starting to turn slightly rosy, more than they already 
were, and she looked down, pausing for a moment before taking a deep 
breath and looking back up into his eyes. 


“Do you want to go to the Tanabata Festival? With me?” she asked, holding 
his astonished look determinedly. 


“Um— I— you mean as a d-date...?” 


“Yeah, something like that,” she smiled warmly. “ You know... together.” 


Oh damn, why did she have to ask him now? 


While Izuku tried to sort out an answer in his head, ‘Todoroki walked past 
them in the hallway, on his way to the classroom. He stopped beside them, 
turning towards them with a questioning look on his face. 


“Why are you standing around out here in the hallway?” he asked bluntly. 
“Uh— w-we just wanted— we’re actually finished—” 


“Excuse me,” Uraraka interrupted him. “I wanted to talk to Deku for a 
second alone, if you don’t mind.” She threw Todoroki a meaningful sideways 
glance, which seemed to bounce straight off him. 


“Oh,” he said, but didn’t move. “I also wanted to talk to Midoriya.” 


What the hell did everyone want from him today?! 
“R-Really? What do you—” 


“T just wanted to ask if you would be interested in going to the ‘Tanabata 
Festival with me.” Todoroki asked, without the slightest hint of 
embarrassment on his face. 


“U-Um— well— I actually—” 


“He can’t go with you,” Uraraka said firmly, turning to look at Todoroki. 
He looked confused. “I just asked him and he’s going with me,” she added, 
putting her hands on her hips to stand her ground. 


“Oh. I didn’t know.” 


“Well, now you do, so if you don’t mind—” 
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“Ym not going with anyone!” Izuku interjected. He’d had enough of them 
deciding over his head. “I mean— I want to, but I still have to ask the 
person I wanna go with...” 


“Wait, you— who?!” Uraraka’s surprised face was accompanied by her 
grabbing his arms and shaking him. “Who’s your date? I wanna know!” 


Just as Todoroki raised his finger and opened his mouth, they were 
interrupted by Aizawa, who passed them and hastily shooed them into his 
classroom. ‘The students quickly got to their seats and kept quiet while 
Aizawa began to write on the board. 


Izuku’s cheeks were still glowing slightly, and he buried his head in his 
notebook before looking up again and staring holes in the broad back of his 
crush. 


Kacchan tapped his pen on the table in exasperation, as if he was upset 
about something. It was one of many habits he had to control his irritation, 
venting through small gestures rather than explode over every little thing 
that ticked him off. Literally. 


During the lesson, Izuku could see some of his classmates slipping small 
pieces of paper to each other. Other dates were probably made. A sigh 
escaped him. Damn it. He hadn’t lied to his friends just to get them off of 
him, there really was someone he would love to go to the festival with, more 
than anything in the world. 


His gaze travelled back to his childhood friend. He had to at least try and 
ask him. Even if he refused, it was still better than doing nothing and 
internally crying over missed chances like back in middle school. At that 
time, their relationship had been even worse, and if Kacchan agreed to go 
on a date with that “extra” back then, chances were high that he might give 
Izuku a chance too. 


Determined, he grabbed a pencil and searched for a blank page in his 
notebook. He would spend the rest of the lesson writing down what he could 
say to Kacchan, and what he should do afterwards, if he actually agreed to 


go together. 


While Deku left the classroom with Uraraka, Katsuki stayed behind with 
the two idiots who called themselves his friends. Pikachu went on to tell 
them all about the stupid festival, while Katsuki just tapped his pen on the 
piece of paper he had just written on, not taking his eyes off the door 
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through which the nerd and Pink-Cheeks had just disappeared. 


“Have you even asked her yet?” asked Kirishima, when the Dunce-Face had 
to pause to take a breath. 


“... huh?” he asked, dragged back to the real world. 


“Well, who do you think? Jirou of course. You’re talking about what you 
could do together, but the question is whether she wants to go with you at 
all.” 


“Uh... no, I haven’t asked her yet, but I thought making plans would be a 
good start too...” 


Katsuki rolled his eyes. 


“Dude, you have to ask her! Or are you afraid?” Kirishima, who would 
probably never understand the concept of personal space, put an arm over 
Kaminari’s shoulder and poked him in the side with a big grin on his face. 


Kaminari chuckled, a little embarrassed. It was pretty obvious that 
Kirishima had hit the nail on the head. Pathetic. 


“Tm not! It’s not that hard!” Kaminari defended himself. 


“Oh really? What are you waiting for then?” Kirishima raised an eyebrow, 
and took a few steps back to release Kaminari from his embrace. He turned 
his gaze towards where Jirou was sitting on one of the tables, talking to 
Yaoyorozou and Ashido. 


Kaminari followed his gaze and bowed his head in embarrassment. 
“Oh ‘ya know... I don’t think this is the right time.” 
Kirishima just laughed and shook his head in sympathy. 


“Well... what about you? Have you asked Mina yet?” Kaminari countered, 
putting his hands on his hips. 


“Well... no, but—” 
“Aha! See?!” 


“The moment wasn’t right yet!” Kirishima tried to defend himself, but then 
sighed and shook his head in defeat. “Okay, you’re right. It’s just not that 
easy.” 


Kaminari nodded in agreement. “But even Midoriya, who didn’t know 
anything about the festival until a few minutes ago, already has a date!” He 
paused to reconsider for a moment. “So we can easily do it too!” 
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“Really?” Kirishima asked in amazement. “Midoriya already has a date?” 
eifah?!” 


Katsuki started paying attention when he heard Deku’s name together with 
that word. He gave his friends a sceptical look. “As if stupid Deku has 
someone.” 


“Yeah! Why are you two so shocked about that?” 


“T’m not, I’m really happy for him! It just came as a surprise, that’s all.” 
Kirishima shrugged his shoulders. 


Katsuki had no explanation for the feeling that shot through him at the 
thought of it, so he just tried to ignore it, to push it aside as much as 
possible. 


“Bullshit,” he grumbled, more to himself than to the other two, who heard 
him anyway. 


“T just saw it myself,” Kaminari interjected, pointing with his thumb over 
his shoulder. “Uraraka is his date.” 


Round face...? Of fucking course. 


Unintentionally, Katsuki’s hand began to clench into a fist, and he stared 
holes in the note in front of him. 


“Hey man, are you alright?” Kirishima asked, a bit worried. 
“Ym fucking fine!” Katsuki snapped right back, before he ground his teeth. 


Fortunately, Kirishima knew better than to ask further questions, and left it 
at that. 


“Hey, let’s make a deal. During the long break, you ask Mina and I ask 
Jirou, and if they say no, we’ll just go there together!” Kaminari suggested. 


“Sounds like an idea, buddy.” 


“What about you, Kacchan? Do you already have someone in mind you 
wanna go with, huh?” Kaminari asked teasingly, with a smug grin on his 
face, propping one arm on the table. 


“No yp 


“Why not? I’m sure there will be someone willing to go out with your 
grumpy ass!” 


Katsuki’s fist clenched tighter, his knuckles already turning white. 
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“Don’t wanna.” 


“You can come with us, too, bro!” Kirishima suggested, giving him a big 
erin. 


“T told you extras ’'m not inter—” 


“Hey, what are you writing there?” Kaminari asked, trying to snatch a 
glance at the paper in front of him. “A love letter? An invitation for a 
date?” 


“No!” Katsuki shouted and slapped a hand over the paper to block 
Kaminari’s view of the neatly written lines. “None of your fucking business!” 


He crumpled up the paper under his palm and added a tiny explosion to it, 
just for good measure. 


“Aw, come on Blasty, don’t be like this.” 
“Fuck off,” Katsuki grumbled. 


Fortunately, before the two idiots could ask any further questions, their 
teacher finally entered the classroom and started the lesson. 


As hard as he tried, Katsuki couldn’t concentrate on the class. The words 
their teacher said ran through his head like clouds of mist. Instead, 
something else was constantly present there. Something that he himself 
refused to admit, which only made him angrier. 


As soon as the big break came, he packed up his things as fast as he could 
and made his way out of the classroom. As he walked past the trash cans, 
which were standing next to the door, he threw the crumpled and charred 
slip of paper into the wastebasket with an annoyed huff. Still irritated, he 
trudged away to take his food in peace before Dumb and Dumber could 
bother him again. 


In his hurry he didn’t notice how Todoroki, who was walking directly 
behind him, stopped and threw a questioning look at the wastebasket in 
which the poor note had just disappeared. While the other students pushed 
past him to freedom, Todoroki stared after Katsuki before he let his 
thoughtful gaze wander back to the garbage cans. 


a 


Izuku almost bumped into another student as he walked across campus with 
his nose buried in his notebook. He’d used Aizawa’s lesson to come up with 
what he wanted to say to Kacchan. 
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When he turned the next corner, he saw his Kacchan. He was alone eating 
his homemade bento. Perfect opportunity for a talk, with no trace of 
Kirishima or Kaminari around, who usually hung on his heels. 


As he was about to walk towards Kacchan with shaky legs, however, he saw 
out of the corner of his eye another student already approaching him. He 
stopped, puzzled. 


Izuku had a feeling that he knew the girl from somewhere. She wore a 
school uniform and had dark green hair tied in a ponytail. She didn’t look 
much older than himself. 


Hold on! Wasn’t that...? 


He watched in disbelief as the girl caught Kacchan’s attention and smiled 
seductively at him. Izuku could hardly believe it himself, but she was 
without a doubt the lizard girl from Class 1-B. He had met her for the first 
time during their training exercise some time ago. 


She was the leader of the team that Kacchan had fought against in their 
practice session. The self-chosen star of Class 1-B. What was her name 
again? Setsuna? But what could she want from his Kacchan...? 


Careful not to be discovered, Izuku crept closer. Fortunately, they both 
spoke loudly enough that he could soon hear exactly what was going on 
without causing too much fuss. 


“Hey... Bakugou?” 

“Hah?” he barked, head whipping towards her. 

Setsuna raised her hands soothingly at his displeased look and smiled. 
“I just wanted to ask if you’re going to this year’s Tanabata Festival.” 


Kacchan looked over at her for a moment, probably considering how he 
wanted to answer. Izuku held his breath. 


“Haven't decided,” Kacchan grumbled. “Why?” 


From where he was watching, Izuku thought he saw a faint shimmer of red 
spreading across Setsuna’s cheeks. He really hoped he was just imagining it. 
Setsuna took a step closer to Kacchan — much too close for his taste. 


In moments like these, Izuku wished that Kacchan would just explode the 
pushy person into nirvana, just like he always did with him when he got too 
close. Strangely, Kacchan always seemed uncomfortable when he got close, 
but he didn’t seem to care that much about other people being close to him. 
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“Oh, I was just curious,” smiled Setsuna, brushing back a loose strand of 
hair. “Then I guess you haven’t got a date for the evening yet?” 


Izuku tensed up. He could feel his hands clenching and it took every ounce 
of his willpower to not run in between them and thwart Setsuna’s obvious 
plan. 


“Now 
Yes, Izuku corrected him in his head. 
“Then what do you think of accompanying me there?” 


Setsuna didn’t even stammer. Her whole demeanor seemed confident, 
seductive and... just perfect. Just like everything Izuku wished he could 
have done, which only made him angrier. 


Izuku bit his lip. Kacchan looked at her for a moment, with a look that not 
even Izuku could interpret despite years of observation, before he briefly 
closed his eyes and exhaled harshly. 


At that moment, Izuku wanted nothing more than the satisfaction he would 
get when he saw that confident face collapse after Kacchan refused her— 


“Fine. Whatever.” 
Izuku felt his heart fall out of his ass. 


“Awesome!” Setsuna brought her right hand to Kacchan’s cheek and stroked 
it briefly before the blond turned his head away in annoyance. Setsuna was 
not deterred, she just laughed. 


For a moment, Izuku wondered if he was the one with the explosive quirk, 
because his insides felt like they were boiling and would erupt at any 
moment. 


“Ym looking forward to spending time with you and getting to know you a 
little better,” she said casually. “You know, your performance during our 
training session together was really fascinating. You really have talent 
and...” Her eyes wandered to his muscular arms and broad chest. “...I like 
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you. 
pltehie 
“Well then, I'll see you, honey.” 


Setsuna winked at him one last time before she turned and disappeared 
with a much too exaggerated hip swing. 


It took Izuku’s brain a moment to fully register what he’d just witnessed. 
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For a few more minutes he stood rooted to the spot, already fighting back 
the tears. 


It couldn’t be. It just couldn’t be true. That would have been his chance... 
that would have been— 


He hung his head. ‘To try to ask Kacchan on a date now was hopeless and 
would only bring him more shame. Especially since he could never match up 
with such a flowing, self-confident attitude. He would have been happy just 
to manage to ask without stuttering. 


Again. He screwed up again. He hadn’t learned anything at all. It was just 
like back in middle school. Once again, he had assumed that Kacchan 
wouldn’t agree to a date with any girl. 


But what if Setsuna wasn’t just any girl to Kacchan? What if he thought 
she was great too? Was impressed by her strength and wanted to get to 
know her better? What then? 


Izuku quickly walked back to the school to get out of sight, he couldn’t hold 
back the emerging tears any longer. 


ame 


“Hey... Uraraka?” 


She looked up from her phone, a questioning look on her face. Izuku stood 
in front of her, a little embarrassed. He smiled slightly and scratched his 
neck before glancing over his shoulder, to make sure that the two of them 
were really alone in the common room. 


“I... this is a bit awkward, but—” he hung his head and sighed. Uraraka 
noticed that his eyes were all red, as if he had cried a lot before he went to 
see her. Her expression morphed into concern. 


“What happened, Deku?” She put her phone aside to give him her full 
attention. 


“Nothing!” He quickly waved it off, as he usually did, even though she could 
clearly see that he wasn’t feeling well. 


Uraraka raised her eyebrow in an expression of obvious doubt. 


“IT just wanted to ask if you would still like to go with me to the Tanabata 
Festival tonight...?” He finally stammered out sheepishly. 


“Oh Deku, I’m really sorry, but I already agreed to go with lida when he 
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asked me.” Uraraka shot him an apologetic look. 


Only then did Izuku notice her clothes. She was wearing a fancy dress and 
her hair was done too. She looked ready for the festival, which was not 
surprising. After all, it would start in less than two hours and many couples 
wanted to be there earlier in order to have some peace and quiet before the 
big rush started. 


“Your date got cancelled?” she asked, pulling him out of his thoughts. 


Izuku nodded. “Yes, something... came up.” 


“Oh honey, I’m really sorry.” Uraraka got up from the sofa and put a 
soothing hand on his shoulder. “You can accompany me and lida if you 
want,” she offered. 


“No, but thanks for the offer,” he quickly interjected — it was clear she was 
just trying to be polite. “I really don’t want to impose myself on your date.” 


Uraraka gave him another smile, but said nothing more, so Izuku knew his 
assumption was correct. 


“Maybe I can try asking Todoroki,” he muttered. 


“Ah... I think I saw him buying flowers earlier, so I think you’re too late,” 
Uraraka said sympathetically. 


lida chose that moment to walk through the door, and Uraraka waved to 
him brightly, giving Izuku a last quick smile. 


“T wish you two a lot of fun,” said Izuku quickly in parting, bringing out a 
pained smile and escaping to his room before the situation could get even 
more uncomfortable. 


Sighing, he let himself fall onto his bed and buried his head under his 
pillow. It should have been clear to him that Uraraka would look for 
another date. Still, he was somehow disappointed, which only made him 
more desperate because he really didn’t want to be selfish and he really was 
happy for them. 


Sniffing, he wiped the tears from his eyes. He didn’t even know if he should 
go to the festival at all. Walking alone was always somehow uncomfortable, 
and he was afraid of running into Setsuna and Kacchan there. 


On the other hand... he couldn’t stop imagining what the two of them 


would do there together. 
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With his mind made up to stay in the dorms alone, Izuku headed for the 
communal kitchen to make something to eat, since he would be alone 
anyway. On the way there, however, he ran into Todoroki, who was also 
already dressed to go out and was holding a bouquet of flowers in his hand. 


“Hey, Midoriya,” he greeted him as he passed. 

“Hey, ‘Todoroki,” Izuku replied. “You look really good.” 

“Thank you very much, I hope Yaoyorozu sees it that way too.” 

“Oh, you’re going to the festival with Momo...?” Izuku asked carefully. 


“Yes, I asked her after you said you already had someone and she agreed,” 
Todoroki explained. 


“Oh... ’m happy for you,” Izuku forced out, although it felt like a lie. 


A few more people scurried back and forth in the hallways, all dressed 
smartly and preparing for their upcoming dates. Izuku was probably the 
only one who hadn’t managed to get one. Again. 


He felt new tears threaten to spill over. 


“Well then... have a nice evening,” he managed quickly, so that Todoroki 
wouldn’t notice his condition. 


“Midoriya?” 


Todoroki’s insistent tone made him pause before he could retreat to his 
room. 


“Here, I was supposed to give you this. I almost forgot,” said Todoroki, as 
he pulled a crumpled piece of paper out of his pocket. 


Izuku, puzzled, accepted the sheet of paper and unfolded it curiously. The 
writing was barely legible through whatever had happened to the poor note. 


When he looked up to ask where it came from and what he was supposed to 
be doing with it, Todoroki was nowhere to be seen. 


His eyes fell on the note again. 
Izuku, 


Meet me at this point at 8 p.m. I have something important to tell you that 
I would like to do in person. Be punctual! 


The note had no signature and there was nothing else on it that could 
suggest its origin. Under the words was a small map drawn of what he 
assumed was the festival site. There was a spot on the map, outlined with a 
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red circle, which he assumed was supposed to represent the meeting point. 


Izuku’s heart pounded wildly in his chest. Who was the secret note from? 
Did he have a secret admirer? Did someone really want to meet him? 


But that would mean... that he wouldn’t be alone at the festival after all. 
That he, too, would have someone to watch the fireworks and make a wish 
with. 


With renewed determination, Izuku made his way back to his room to 
change clothes and wash his tear-stained face and red eyes. The festival was 
about to start, he didn’t have much time left! 
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The festival was already in full swing by the time Izuku arrived, as was to 
be expected. After all, he’d taken a while to get ready and find something 
to wear that he looked remotely decent in. Every year, the Star Festival was 
the most popular event of the summer for both young and old. The streets 
and the entire square were adorned with colorful decorations, and it looked 
like something straight out of a storybook — all glittery and sparkly, moving 
in the wind as if by magic, reflecting all the lights around them. A little 
further away he could hear a musical group playing and see some traditional 
dancers performing. 


The Sasakazari hung brightly and happily everywhere he looked. Every now 
and then a couple pushed past him through the narrow alley or stopped at 
one of the colorful ribbons to admire them. At the sight of all the couples in 
love he started to feel queasy again. 


A seductive smell rose from the booths off to the side, and after a few more 
steps he heard his stomach rumble. Because he’d wanted to get ready 
quickly, he hadn’t had the opportunity to get something to eat. 


He was getting quite thirsty too. It was already evening, but it was summer 
and therefore still quite warm. When he approached a booth, however, he 
could hardly believe his eyes. There were Kacchan and Setsuna, standing 
right in front of him. Izuku had a Kacchan radar anyway, he would be able 
to spot him anywhere. Izuku wanted to keep moving and not even stop to 
witness whatever they were doing, but something stopped him. 


He tried carefully, as best as he was able to in the crowd, to get closer to 
the two of them. As far as he could tell, everything seemed normal. After 
all, Kacchan wasn’t kissing her lips repeatedly, which was... a good sign 
probably. But then Setsuna suddenly came threateningly closer to Kacchan, 
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trying to hook her arm around his muscled one. Izuku could hardly calm 
himself down and keep from bursting in and pulling Setsuna away from his 
Kacchan. 


Instead, he decided to take the smart way out and just turn his back on 
them. He could surely find something to eat elsewhere. All that remained 
was to hope that he would manage to avoid them for the rest of the festival 
too. 


He chose a booth with takoyaki and yakisoba instead. As he stood in line, 
he admired the wonderful hanging decorations that were everywhere around 
him. After Izuku had fetched his food and a chilled raspberry drink, he 
slowly made his way to the meeting point. With his free hand he fished the 
note out of his pocket, unfolded it, and took a closer look at the map, trying 
to figure out where exactly the circled place could be. 


When he was satisfied that he’d found the right direction, he set off. The 
map led him to a small, somewhat secluded place. ‘There wasn’t much going 
on there, just a small grassy area with some trees and a lot of Tanzaku at 
one side where people would write their wishes. 


He looked around a little uncertainly. As far as he could tell, no one looked 
like they were waiting for someone. The fact that he didn’t know who 
exactly wanted to meet him there only made the search even more difficult. 
So he decided to just wait and see if someone would speak to him. 


Time passed. The sun set slowly and gave way to the slightly cooler night. 
Izuku hardly dared to move from his seat in the shadow of a tree in case he 
missed his partner. However, the space around him was filled with more and 
more happy couples, who were hugging, kissing and even making out with 
each other in the shade of the trees. 


The traditional lanterns, which cast a soft light on the festival meadow, 
created just the right atmosphere. It was romantic, but it only made him 
more uncomfortable. Some of them even gave Izuku pitying looks since he 
remained alone, looking a bit lost. 


After two hours of waiting with no avail, he gave up. Obviously, whoever 
wanted to meet him here wouldn’t show up. But why? Why would that 
person ask Todoroki to deliver him a note if they didn’t show up in the 
end? 


Suddenly a bad thought occurred to him. What if it was all just a joke? 
What if this message was written to him only to make fun of him 
afterwards? Izuku felt his heart sink painfully. 


When he was about to make his way back, however, he passed the place 
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where the ‘Tanzaku with the wishes to the gods hung. He stopped. He had 
always loved the tradition as a child, but he hadn’t been to a Tanabata 
Festival for a long time. What could be the harm in trying it? 


When he was about to write something on one of the brightly colored pieces 
of paper, he hesitated. His wish was clear. He wanted to become a hero who 
could save other people and provide peace in the world, but there was 
something else he might want even more than that... 


The smell of burnt caramel, the feeling of waking up in strong arms after a 
long night on patrol. That smoky voice that would tell him again and again 
what an idiot he was only to give him a tender kiss on the lips afterwards. 


He didn’t know what else he could ask for, so he made up his mind and 
started to write. After he finished, he tied the little orange paper to the 
bamboo as well, hoping that his wish would become a reality one day. 


What wouldn’t he give to hear that nickname every day from that person 
that gave it to him. Having Kacchan whisper it in his ear tenderly while he 
snuggled up against his amazing chest. ‘To hear it when— 


“Deku?” 
Izuku almost jumped out of his skin. 


“K-Kacchan! What are you doing here?” he asked, turning around with a 
confused and slightly shocked expression. 


“Well what does it look like, idiot?” Katsuki snarled back. “What are you 
doing here?” 


“Oh, [’m just... waiting for someone.” He tried to sound casual, trying not to 
let it show that he got stood up. 


Katsuki gave him a strange look. 

“T think I saw Round Face around here earlier but she was with Glasses,” he 
said after a moment, a bit hesitant. 

Round Face... ? 

“What does Uraraka have to do with it?” 

“Isn’t she the one you’re waiting for?” 

Realization dawned on Izuku’s face. 


“No, she’s here with lida.” He looked away again, back down at his shoes.“I... 
I actually have no idea who I’m waiting for,” he admitted meekly. 
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“What do you mean, you have no idea, dumbass?!” Katsuki roared in his 
face. But underneath all the anger, Izuku thought he heard some worry in 
his tone as well. 


“W-Well... someone passed me a note, which said to meet them here, but I 
Gomy 


“Who?” 
“T don’t really know who, but...” 
Pate 


“But since that person, whoever it was, didn’t show up, I don’t think it 
matters—” 


“Show me,” Katsuki demanded, his tone unemotional but stern. 


Izuku looked at his childhood friend in disbelief for a few seconds. He didn’t 
really understand why Kacchan was interested in it at all and why it seemed 
so important to him. But when Katsuki didn’t give in and only made an 
impatient gesture with his finger, he finally reached into his pocket with a 
sigh and pulled out the piece of paper. He unfolded it and held it under 
Katsuki’s nose, so that Katsuki could examine it. 


Katsuki only glanced at it for a millisecond before he snatched the note out 
of his hand, only to then press it back into his face. 


“YOU HAVE THAT THING UPSIDE DOWN, YOU USELESS DEKU!” 
Izuku tried, panic-stricken, to get the paper back to look at it again. 
“Wait... what?” 

He looked it over and his eyes grew wider. 


“Oh!” A sudden realization hit him. “Oh no! That means I was waiting at 
the wrong place this whole time?!” 


“Fucking obviously, dumbass!” Katsuki snarled, but then his eyes widened 
and he opened his mouth slightly. “Wait... show me that thing again!” 


Without waiting for an answer, he grabbed the note out of his hands and 
looked at it with dawning horror on his beautiful face. 


“Holy— that’s my note!” 
Izuku took a step back, confused about the sudden exclamation. 


“W-What do you mean, it’s your—” 
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“Where did you get that from?!” 


Katsuki grabbed his arms to shake him lightly, looking into his eyes with a 
piercing gaze. 


“Um... Todoroki gave it to me a few hours ago...?” 


“That bastard! Pll blast him into the sun!” Katsuki growled angrily, letting 
go of him again and instead running his hand through his hair. 


“Wait! Why is it— What do you mean by— What is going on?” 


Izuku tried to grab his arm, to get his attention back again, but Katsuki 
kept ignoring him. 


“Where did he get it from?!” He muttered, more to himself than to Izuku. 


“Wait, Kacchan, wait!” Izuku pleaded. “Does this mean... you wrote the 
note?” he asked — his brain still didn’t want to believe it. 


“Fucking obviously, idiot!” 

“For me?” 

“No, for god damn santa claus,” the blond answered. 

Izuku swallowed the lump in his throat. 

“B-But... why— I don’t understand!” He finally admitted desperately. 
Katsuki huffed, sounding at least as desperate as he was. 


“Listen, [—” 
7) 


Just as he turned around to Izuku to explain himself, they were interrupted 
by Setsuna, whose existence Izuku had entirely forgotten about. 


“Alright, ’ve seen enough from over there, are you two finally finished?” 


She stood in front of them, two drinks in hand, tapping her foot 
impatiently. 


“What?” Izuku asked, a bit worried. “Oh, I’m sorry! I didn’t want to 
disturb your date!” 


He quickly prepared to leave, but Katsuki grabbed his arm and kept him in 
his place. 


“No, we’re not done, this is important,” he said. 
Setsuna groaned. 


“You know what? I’m sick of it. Deku this, Deku that... the whole evening! 
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As if you have nothing else on your mind!” 

Izuku glanced at Katsuki, but he remained silent. 

“T don’t like being the second choice,” she said with a sour expression. 
“Well too fucking bad, that sounds like your problem,” Katsuki countered. 


Setsuna’s face fell and Izuku could clearly see the shock in her face, it 
seemed like she wasn’t used to not being treated like a princess. 


“Oh really?” she said, almost mockingly. “And you’d rather waste your time 
on something like this?” 


She pointed a finger in Izuku’s direction, and Izuku wished the ground 
would open up and swallow him whole just so he could escape the 
awkwardness. 


“T should really go...” he peeped instead, as quietly as possible but not quiet 
enough. 


“Yeah, you better,” Setsuna answered. “I was about to have such a 
wonderful night with Katsuki, but your ugly broccoli-head just had to 
destroy it.” 


Izuku could feel tears in his eyes, but before he could take another step 
away, Katsuki was at his side stopping him. 


“No, he stays. But you should get lost, stupid extra,” he said, pointing at 
Setsuna. 


The girl gasped dramatically at the audacity before she stomped her foot in 
anger and threw the drinks at both of them, turning around with a bitchy 
“hmph” and storming off into the dark of the night. 


“What the fuck is wrong with that woman?!” Katsuki growled, wiping his 
now-wet hair out of his eyes before he looked at Izuku, who was equally 
soaked. 


Before Izuku could open his mouth to apologize, however, Katsuki 
interrupted him. 


“Shut it,” he said. “She’s not worth even a single breath.” 


“But Kacchan... [ ruined your date,” Izuku said with a whiny voice, the 
tears still dripping down his freckled cheeks. 


“Nah, you didn’t,” Katsuki assured him. “I never wanted to go with her 
anyways.” 
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“Right... the note,” Izuku started, but didn’t really know how to continue. 
He still couldn’t wrap his head around it all. A heavy silence settled 
between them. 


“So... you wanted to go with me?” He finally asked. 


Katsuki exhaled harshly. “Yeah.” 


Before Izuku had the chance to ask further questions, an orange Tanzaku 
fluttered from one of the bamboo branches and landed right on top of 
Katsuki’s head. 


“The fuck?” Katsuki complained, grabbing it. “These idiots need to tie 
these better.” 


He turned it around to read what was written on it. His eyebrows shot up, 
but his face remained mostly blank. 


Izuku wanted to reprimand him, to remind him that it brings bad luck if 
you look at other people’s wishes, but Katsuki was suddenly right in his 
face. His sentence got swallowed in his surprised gasp. 


“W-What are you doing...?” Izuku whispered. 


“Fulfilling your wish, idiot,” Katsuki whispered back, before he sealed their 
lips together in a passionate kiss. After the initial shock, Izuku sighed 
happily and closed his eyes, deepening the kiss. 


They didn’t even stop kissing when the first fireworks started to go off 
above their heads. Only when they had no breath left did they finally part, 
but they still remained close to each other. 


“Kacchan...” 


Izuku had to look up slightly to meet Katsuki’s eyes. He held on to his 
muscled arms for dear life, tears still glistening in his eyes with one slowly 
running down his red cheek. Katsuki gently swiped it away with his thumb 
before he cupped Izuku’s cheek with his warm hand, his other one 
soothingly placed on Izuku’s hip. 


“Crybaby,” Katsuki breathed affectionately, before he kissed Izuku again. 


Izuku closed his eyes again and wrapped his arms around Katsuki’s neck, 
hugging him even closer. 


Yellow fireflies slowly circled around them in the pleasant evening air to 
compete with the twinkling stars in the dark night sky high above them, 
while they continued kissing and caressing each other. 
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The fateful orange paper lay forgotten on the ground. It had fulfilled its 
purpose and finally pushed their fate in the right direction. 
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“Why did you agree to go with Setsuna?” Izuku asked out of the blue. 


They were laying in the fresh grass on a little hill, gazing at the stars above 
them. 


“Hm?” Kacchan, who had closed his eyes already, turned his head towards 
him. “Because I thought you were already going with Round-Face.” 


“What? Why? How could you know? You never asked,” Izuku objected, 
pushing himself up a bit on his elbows. 


“T wanted to give you the note, but Dunce-Face mentioned that she’d just 
asked you, so I threw it away,” Katsuki explained. “That Icy-Hot bastard 
must have snatched the note out of the trash.” 


“Oh...” It finally dawned on Izuku that everything was probably just a big 
mistake. “Well, she did ask, as did Todoroki, but I refused them both...” 


“Why?” Katsuki asked, pushing himself up as well to match Izuku’s eye- 
level. 


“Well, why do you think?” Izuku smiled, inching a bit closer to Katsuki’s 
warm body as another fresh breeze made him shiver. He hadn’t brought a 
jacket, he’d never planned to stay that long. 


Katsuki only growled lowly but took the hint anyway, pulling Izuku to his 
chest and wrapping him in his strong arms. His body worked like a very 
attractive heater and Izuku couldn’t help but immediately bury his face in 
Kacchan’s chest. 


“IT actually wanted to ask you, you know?” Izuku mumbled, inhaling that 
addictive scent that was uniquely Kacchan as deeply as he could. 


“You didn’t though.” 


“Yeah... I was going to, but then I saw Setsuna walking up to you and I 
heard you two talk and I... Well, I lost my courage.” 


Kacchan sighed and placed a tender kiss on Izuku’s forehead, running his 
fingers through his hair and scratching slightly. 


“You’re an idiot,” he grumbled, biting one of the freckled cheeks lightly. 
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“Ow, Kacchan!” Izuku pulled away but giggled. He placed gentle kisses all 
over Kacchan’s cheeks and his neck, before snuggling up again at his side. 
“Considering all the events of today, I guess we’re both idiots,” he said with 
a fond smile. 


“Nah, speak for yourself,” Katsuki answered, smiling too. 


Izuku pouted, but cupped Katsuki’s cheek to turn his head, giving him a 
proper kiss on the lips. 


“Thanks for making my wish come true, Kacchan,” he mumbled, before 
kissing him again. 

“Damn nerd,” Katsuki breathed, biting his lower lip lovingly. “‘That’s just 
the beginning.” 


They continued to lay together in each other’s arms, cuddling, caressing and 
kissing each other lovingly with only the stars as their witness. 
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Katsuki couldn’t help but smile fondly at his screen, watching Izuku babble 
away excitedly about absolutely nothing of consequence. He was always so 
excited when they got to talk, even though it was usually less than twenty- 
four hours since the last time. 


“Check for cars,” he cut in quickly, when Izuku got close to a road. “Pay 
attention to what you’re doing.” 


“T know, Kacchan! I am!” 


He held his phone out for Katsuki to watch him check for traffic, grinning as 
he crossed the quiet street to reach the driveway. 


“Home sweet home,” Izuku teased, turning the phone briefly to show him 
the ageing brick facade that desperately needed a good clean. “These bushes 
need a trim, I should offer.” 


“Just find someone and I'll pay for it,” Katsuki huffed. “You don’t need to 
waste your own time on it. Get someone to clean the brickwork too. And 
inside too, if you think they could use it.” 


“You’re such a good son,” Izuku laughed, knocking on the front door but 
letting himself in anyway. “I'll look into it for you!” 


“Thanks, nerd.” 


“Hil” he called, covering the microphone on his phone for a moment to keep 
from deafening Katsuki in the process. “I’m home!” 


Mitsuki laughed as she came to greet him, hugging him tight as Izuku held 
the phone aloft for Katsuki to watch. Katsuki rolled his eyes at them — His 
mother was so damn sappy with Izuku, she’d never looked so happy to see 
him. 


“Hi Hag,” he said pointedly, waving at the screen. “Long time no see.” 


“Let me look at you,” she insisted, grabbing Izuku’s phone and narrowing 
her eyes at the screen. “What on Earth is that on your face?” 


“My nose?” 
“Real funny, brat. Are you growing a beard?” 
“It’s barely stubble you picky asshole. I just haven’t shaved in a few days, 


it’s the weekend.” 
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“Tt looks ridiculous.” 
“T don’t give a shit.” 


“T think it looks cute,” Izuku interrupted, ever the peace-maker. “You look 
fluffy!” 


“No one here gives a shit if I shave or not,” Katsuki shrugged, glancing 
down to see his own image in the bottom corner of the screen. “But I’ll do 
it before my next press event, relax.” 


“Put him on the big screen, would you?” Mitsuki requested, patting Izuku 
on the shoulder fondly. 


“Of course!” 


He hurried through to the living room, connecting his phone to the cable 
he’d put in specifically for their monthly calls, and soon Katsuki was 
looking at both of them framed on the screen, Izuku waving like a big dork 
when Katsuki popped up on his end. 


“There’s our boy,” Izuku grinned, hugging the ‘TV like an idiot. “I missed 
you, Kacchan.” 


“We talked yesterday.” 

“T missed you yesterday too!” 

“Whatever, you big sap. Where’s Dad?” 

“He just got out of the shower, he’ll be down any second now!” 


Izuku dragged the couch closer, making sure it was framed up nicely on his 
phone camera, and Katsuki leaned his head on his hand to watch them 
getting comfortable together. Izuku was always so comfortable in the house, 
hanging out with his parents; Katsuki wasn’t sure he’d been that 
comfortable in anyone’s house but his own. 


“Do you have any plans for the week?” he asked, when they both looked 
settled. “First time you’ve really had time off in months, right? You’ve been 
doing that shitty project.” 


“Your father and I thought maybe we’d go away for a few days,” Mitsuki 
smiled, reaching to ruffle Izuku’s messy curls. “I’m sure this one will still be 
working, as always.” 


“Mostly,” Izuku smiled sheepishly. “I have a day or two off, though! Where 
are you gonna go?” 


“We thought we’d maybe head to Osaka tomorrow for the festival, it’Il be a 
bit crowded but we haven’t seen the illumination since before Katsuki was 
born. It’s probably a bit late to book the trip though, so we'll see.” 


“Oh, that sounds good,” Katsuki hummed. “How long are you thinking? [ll 
get you a nice hotel, since I didn’t do much for Mother’s Day and Father’s 
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Day. 
“You don’t need to do that, that’s far too expensive.” 
“T have plenty, they pay me well here.” 


“Yeah, but if you need a sticking plaster from the hospital it’ll cost you two 
thousand dollars,” Izuku laughed. “Don’t you need to save it?” 


“Joke’s on you, my agency has their own plasters.” 
“Please tell me they have more than plasters.” 
“Yeah, we have healing quirks on-site, it’s cool.” 
“Thank goodness.” 


Izuku looked up, beaming off to the side of the screen, and Katsuki watched 
as his father walked into frame, leaning over slightly to wave at the camera. 


“Good to see you, Katsuki! How’ve you been?” 


“Pretty good,” he nodded faintly, head still resting on his hand. “The time 
difference is kinda killing me right now.” 


“Sorry, I know it’s super early there,” Izuku grimaced. “Is the sun even up 
yet?” 

“Yeah, it’s okay,” Katsuki assured him, glancing off to one side where Izuku 
assumed there was a window. “I have the day off, so it’s no big deal.” 

“You do? How come?” 


“Nothing you should be worried about,” Katsuki smiled knowingly, a soft 
look that Izuku rarely got to see. “They’re all about us taking time off for 
burn-out or mental health and all that stuff, if I work too long they 
generally start pushing me to take time off for my health. Figured it was a 
good time, you’ve always loved Tanabata, so let’s go to a festival together.” 


“Really?!” Izuku beamed at the screen, and Katsuki’s face softened even 
more at his enthusiasm — he really was gone for the nerd. “That sounds 
great! What time? Should I call you or do you just wanna call me when 
you're ready?” 


“Around five?” 


“Are you sure? That’ll be like... Four in the morning, for you. I don’t mind 
going later!” 


“Nah, itll get dark.” 
“True, you might not be able to see my cute face,” Izuku teased. 


“Sure, that’s it,” Katsuki snorted. “I miss matsuri food stalls, you’ll have to 
take me through them all.” 
“Yeah! We’ll buy one of everything!” 
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“Sounds good.” 


Masaru joined them on the couch, dishing out mugs of hot tea, and Katsuki 
picked up his coffee mug with a little smile, raising it to his lips. He didn’t 
talk as much on their group calls, not like when he and Izuku were chatting 
in their brief moments between work and sleep, but he and Izuku both knew 
that his parents appreciated the time together all the same. They regularly 
snatched a quick call with Inko, too — even though he wasn’t her son, she 
still considered him family, and Katsuki had no problem with joining the 
occasional catch up chat to see the joy it brought her and Izuku both. 


“You should take a nap at some point,” Izuku said firmly, staring into 
Katsuki’s tired eyes. “You look like you’ve barely slept.” 


“T will,” Katsuki assured him. “Soon, I’m pretty shattered. I knew I 
wouldn’t get to talk to you for ages if I didn’t call though.” 


“Ages?” Izuku frowned. “What about tomorrow? Or tonight, for you.” 


“That’s hours away,” Katsuki huffed. “I’m gonna get an early night tonight, 
make sure I’m awake enough for the festival.” 


“T won’t call in the morning, then.” Izuku smiled warmly. “We'll wait for our 
date.” 


“Yeah,” Katsuki nodded. “That’s why I had to call now.” 
“You're the sweetest, Kacchan! I love you!” 


“Love you too, nerd. It’s your turn to talk now, catch me up on you three. 
Is Japan coping without me?” 


Izuku immediately broke into a stream of consciousness, relaying his stories 
from work and prompting the Bakugous to share their own. Katsuki shut 
his mouth, resisting the urge to close his eyes to match, and settled in to 
just listen to the sound of his boyfriend’s over-excited voice. 
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Izuku glanced at his phone, dithering over the cute picture of Katsuki and 
himself during his last visit to America. Katsuki had told him to call about 
five, but he’d expected to get an “I’m awake, nerd” text, or something of 
the sort. As much as he was looking forward to walking through the festival 
with Katsuki on his screen, showing off the pretty decorations and 
describing the amazing smells of street food stalls, he also didn’t want to 
wake Katsuki up too early. 


He was so stupidly in love. 


A knock on his door jolted him out of his thoughts. He wasn’t expecting 
anyone, but he had turned down a lot of his friends who invited him out 
with them — as sweet as it was, he really just wanted to enjoy the festival 
with his Kacchan. 
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It was his favourite festival, he was pretty sure. All of them were great, in 
their own ways, but Izuku had always adored the paper decorations hanging 
all over town, all the pretty colours everywhere the eye could see. It was 
right before his birthday, too, so that time of year had been particularly 
exciting as a kid, not to mention the summer holidays just around the 
corner. He still remembered wandering through shopping streets lined with 
food stalls as a child, hand linked with Katsuki’s, their parents trailing just 
behind them, chatting as they let the kids explore. 


Okay, so maybe nostalgia contributed to his love of the festival, but was 
that really so wrong? 


He pulled open the door, his best placating smile already waiting on his lips, 
but when the strong hand reached out to ruffle his hair, he froze. That big, 
warm, familiar hand landed on him, and without even a greeting he nudged 
his way through, letting the door swing closed behind him as he dropped a 
backpack in the entryway. 


“Do you mind if we make it five-thirty?” he asked, already stripping off an 
old t-shirt. “I really need a shower, I smell like airport.” 


Izuku’s eyes filled with tears, and when Katsuki glanced back over his 
shoulder, a sharp-toothed grin took over his face. 


“Come on then, get over here.” 


He opened his arms, and Izuku fell into them with tears streaming down his 
face, sobbing wordlessly into Katsuki’s shoulder. The strong arms wrapped 
around him, holding him tight, and Katsuki just held him, really held him, 
because he was there, with Izuku. It was all too much, too overwhelming, 
and Izuku couldn’t even find the energy to choke out a hi. 


“Been a while, huh?” Katsuki said knowingly, his voice barely more than a 
whisper. “I missed you.” 


“You're here!” he finally spluttered, squeezing handfuls of Katsuki’s back as 
if he might fall apart or vanish without the support. “Why didn’t you tell 
me?!” 


“Surprise, nerd.” Katsuki laughed, kissing Izuku’s messy curls. “I’m not the 
one who talked about calls, I just said we should go together.” 


“But we always call for special events!” Izuku protested. “Of course I 
assumed!” 


“Sorry, should I go find a hotel room and call you from there instead?” 
“Nol oy 

“That’s what I thought.” 

“T just can’t believe you’re actually here. It’s been so long.” 


“T know,” Katsuki said softly, a little apologetic. “Things got busy for a 
while. For both of us, if I remember correctly. We have jobs to do, people to 
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take care of, but I'll always come back to you eventually, you know that.” 
“T love you so much.” 
“T love you too.” 


“But you really need a shower,” he laughed breathlessly, finally stepping out 
of Katsuki’s grip. “Ill wait as long as you want.” 


“I won’t be long,” Katsuki assured him. “I want to spend as much time with 
you as I can.” 


“Do you have anything to wear? You’ve just been on a plane!” 


“What, you threw out my old stuff? Don’t I still have a yukata in your 
closet?” 


“You’re gonna wear it for me?!” 

“It’s a festival, isn’t it? May as well.” 

“Tm the luckiest guy in the world.” 

“Damn right,” Katsuki teased. “But seriously, can I go shower now?” 
“Yes! No! Wait! One more thing!” 


He stepped closer again, leaning in, and Katsuki couldn’t help but smirk. 
He should’ve known Izuku wouldn’t let him get away without a welcome 
home kiss, he was far too sappy for that. 


“Fuzzy,” Izuku grinned, rubbing his cheek against Katsuki’s. “Not as soft as 
I expected though, you're all prickly.” 


“Seriously, nerd?” Katsuki huffed, shoving him off lightly. “I thought you 
wanted a kiss, not to rub my damn stubble.” 


“But you always shave when you come home,” Izuku pouted. “Wanted to 
see how it felt, first.” 


“What, you want me to keep it?” 
“No,” Izuku snorted. “You look silly.” 


“Thanks, asshole.” Katsuki shoved him, grinning all the same when Izuku 
laughed brightly. “Go get our damn yukata out, let me get clean.” 


“Okay! yp) 


Despite his agreement, he stood dead still as Katsuki walked away, making 
himself at home in Izuku’s apartment. He’d only been there once before, 
almost a year prior, but Katsuki’s memory had always been amazing, after 
all. 


Well, that and it was a pretty small apartment. 


Izuku hurried to his bedroom once the bathroom door was closed, opening 
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his closet and digging out two hangers with long, lightweight yukata 
hanging on them. He gave them a quick sniff, relieved to find they weren’t 
too musty, and laid them out side-by-side on his mattress. Even though 
they rarely wore them, Izuku had always made sure to keep them safe and 
clean — he liked just being able to look at them, sometimes; to remember the 
festivals they’d been to together, through their childhood and beyond. 
Together with their families, as childhood friends, when they were young; as 
classmates, with all their friends from school, when they were a little older; 
and finally, as a couple, alone together, once they got a little older again. 
They’d been through a few outfits over the years, from tiny All Might- 
themed jinbei to larger, patterned yukata, but Izuku was pretty sure that 
the most recent ones were his favourites of them all. 


Izuku’s one was simple — he hated standing out in a crowd, after all. Dark 
grey, with ruby-red lines that reminded him of the branches in a tree, 
sprawling and splitting into new shoots as they progressed down the fabric. 
He loved the simplicity, loved the pattern, and most importantly, loved that 
the design was the exact shade of Katsuki’s eyes — his favourite colour in the 
world. 


“What, you need me to dress you now?” 


Izuku jumped, looking back to see Katsuki freshly washed and shaven, a 
towel hanging low around his hips as he smirked at Izuku from the doorway. 


“That was quick,” he squeaked. 
“Told you, wanna spend time with you.” 


He reached for the handsome fabric Izuku loved so much, holding it up 
pointedly, and Izuku quickly tore off his jeans to get dressed. Katsuki just 
watched him with that same affectionate smile that seemed entirely unlike 
him and yet exactly like him, all at the same time. Izuku liked to call it the 
floaty period — the hours after they reunited where it just felt like 
everything was right and perfect in the world, like nothing could possibly 
ruin it no matter how hard the world might try. 


Izuku stepped in, slotting his arms through the sleeves, and Katsuki 
carefully wrapped it across his front, eyebrows dropping slightly in his 
moment of focus. It wasn’t fair that he could look so handsome when he was 
smiling and when he was frowning, he needed to just pick one! 


Soon it was tied in place, and Katsuki was reaching around him, wrapping a 
dark obi around his hips and fastening it like he’d suddenly become an 
expert. He was already reaching for the other yukata before Izuku even 
realised he was done, throwing it on without even asking if Izuku wanted to 
help him. 


“Can you go grab me some underwear?” he requested, jolting Izuku out of 
his daze. “From my bag. Anything in the big pocket is clean.” 


“Got it!” Izuku nodded, hurrying out to the entryway to rummage. 
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When he returned, Katsuki was all but finished, accepting the plain black 
boxer shorts and stepping into them with a quick nod of thanks. He 
straightened up, ready to go, and Izuku had to take a moment to stare. 


Katsuki’s yukata were usually a lot louder than Izuku’s — like the ones he’d 
worn throughout high school that had all been roaring tigers in red and 
gold. His more recent pick, though, had been more grown-up, more mature, 
and Izuku felt like it reflected exactly how much Katsuki had grown as a 
person — he was no longer the kid roaring at people for every little mistake, 
he was a real, honest-to-god hero. And the grown-up Katsuki had picked 
out a beautiful emerald green, covered in big, white dragonflies. Izuku 
wondered if he knew how much those dragonflies suited him — symbols of 
courage and victory, just like Katsuki had always been, to him. 


“You look perfect,” he said softly, when Katsuki raised an eyebrow at him. 
“T don’t deserve you.” 


“Says the number one hero in Japan,” Katsuki snorted, grabbing a handful 
of Izuku’s hair and giving him a shake. “You beat Hawks.” 


“Tt doesn’t count until I beat you!” Izuku pouted. 
“Well that ain’t gonna happen, so make the most of it while it lasts!” 


“Hmm... But when I lose it, it’s because you’re back, so I win either way, 
right?” 


“Shut up,” Katsuki said softly, resting his cheek on Izuku’s hair. “You’re 
such a sap.” 


“And you love me.” 
“More than anything.” 


“ Now who’s the sap?” Izuku teased. “You ready to go? I can’t wait to eat 
all the yummy food with you.” 


“God yes, I’ve been starved for good Japanese food. You never think you'll 
miss it, but then you get handed a casserole and you’ve never been more 
homesick in your life.” 


“Casserole?” 


“You can’t just throw everything in a pan and shove it in the oven! That’s 
not how food works!” 


“T don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“Yeah, well, don’t ask. It’ll ruin your appetite.” 


He laced his fingers through Izuku’s, and Izuku couldn’t help but give him a 
tight squeeze — he was really there. Standing in [zuku’s apartment, smelling 
of his soap, holding his hand. 


“lm not dreaming, am I?” he asked, as Katsuki dragged him out the door. 
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“T would ask you to pinch me, but I don’t want to wake up.” 
“T’m here, idiot,” Katsuki snorted. “Glad you’re happy, I guess.” 
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Katsuki froze, turning around to look at him, softening all over again when 
he saw the little smile waiting on Izuku’s face. 


“'That’s the first time you’ve said that since I got here,” Katsuki informed 
him, kissing his forehead quickly. “Come on, lock your door.” 


“Is it really?” 
“Yeah, I guess I’ve kind of missed it.” 


“You'll be sick of it by the end of the night,” Izuku grinned, locking up 
obediently. “I love you, Kacchan.” 


“T love you too, you sappy nerd.” 


ae 


Alive with music and laughter, the beautifully decorated street was 
everything Izuku could have hoped for. Massive streamers hung all around 
them, dancing on the breeze, and bamboo branches hung with coloured 
paper sat outside every storefront, holding the dreams and wishes of the 
people of the city. Izuku wished he could sit down and read them all, see 
what he, as a hero, could offer to the local citizens. It would have taken 
weeks — maybe months — to get through them, though, and Izuku, for once, 
had better things to do than worry about civilians. After all, he still had 
warm, strong fingers laced through his, guiding him through the crowds. 


“T don’t even like dango that much, but I want it.” 


Izuku glanced over at where Katsuki was standing, eyeing a food stall from 
a distance, and he grinned at the look of longing on Katsuki’s face. 


“We can get some,” he offered. “Or we could go a few more metres to that 
yakitori stand up ahead.” 


“Oh hell yeah,” Katsuki grinned, dragging him on ahead. “I want twelve.” 
“Save room for everything else!” 


“T have plenty of room!” Katsuki assured him. “I want okonomiyaki, and 
yakisoba, and karaage, and-” 


“And everything?” Izuku laughed. “Taiyaki would be nice. And kakigori.” 


“Hell yeah! And choco bananas! I never thought I’d miss choco bananas, 
they’re so easy. Why are they not everywhere?!” 


“You re so.cute:” 


*228* 


“Shut up, nerd, I haven’t been home in a year!” 


“T know, tell me about it,” Izuku grinned. “I know we have jobs to do, 
important jobs, but I miss you so much when you're gone.” 


“I miss you too, you know that,” Katsuki tugged him closer, hugging him 
lightly. “It’s only for a little longer, okay?” 


“T know. It’ll be worth it, you’re doing such a good job, it’s just hard 
sometimes.” 


“Yeah. I probably don’t tell you enough that it’s hard for me, too.” 


“It’s okay, you tell me in other ways, I don’t need you to spell it out for 
me.” 


“Vm glad. Now hurry up and buy me twelve yakitori, I forgot to get cash 
out. I already miss debit cards.” 


“You really want twelve of them?” 
“Maybe three.” 


“Three sounds good,” Izuku grinned, digging his wallet out of his yukata. 
“Come on then.” 


The stall was thankfully well-manned, with no massive queues to wait in, so 
Izuku walked straight up to the people running it, handing over a coin and 
getting five sticks in return. He handed three to Katsuki, watching fondly as 
he dug in like his life depended on it, and kept two to munch on himself. 


They continued their way down the street once their skewers were finished, 
Katsuki’s all but torn apart with how he licked them clean, and Izuku 
squeezed him extra tight when they passed a group of kids fishing for 
beetles and goldfish in little plastic pools. They’d spent hours on those 
games when they were young, picking out the best of each and trying to 
catch them to take home as pets. 


“Okonomiyaki!” Katsuki announced, face lighting up as he dragged Izuku off 
in a hurry. “They’re huge, it’s perfect!” 


“Can I have a few bites?” Izuku grinned, as he dug out a few more coins to 
pay for one. “I don’t need a whole one to myself.” 


“Fine, but only because I love you.” 
“You’re such a dork,” Izuku laughed. “I’m glad you’re having fun.” 


“How could I not be?” he asked, squeezing Izuku’s hand a little tighter, 
conveying a lot of words that Izuku knew he would never say out loud. 


“Me too,” he answered simply. “Let’s get you that food.” 
“Now I extra love you.” 
Unlike the yakitori stand, the okonomiyaki stall had a short queue of people 
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waiting. Izuku half-expected Katsuki to start throwing their hero names 
around to cut to the front, but it seemed the yakitori had calmed his 
stomach enough to have a little patience about it; unbelievably, he waited 
without even a word of complaint. Soon Katsuki had his massive concoction 
of cabbage and pork in hand, barely managing to keep himself from drooling 
over it as they stepped aside to make room for new patrons - but despite his 
struggles, he still offered it to Izuku first, shoving a big bite in his mouth to 
make sure he got it while it was still hot. 


“You know that call last night?” Katsuki asked, through a mouthful of 
okonomiyaki. “With the old folks.” 


“Yeah?” 


“Was in a hotel in Taipei.” He huffed a quiet laugh. “Had a stopover for a 
few hours, so I booked a room in an airport hotel to take a nap. Was like 
five o'clock.” 


“In the evening?” Izuku asked, jaw dropping. “I was asking you about the 
sunrise and you were only an hour behind me?!” 


“Yeah.” He snorted, looking far too pleased with himself. “Had to find a 
spot plain enough to look like it could be my place. I figured you wouldn’t 
question it too much, since I move a lot anyway, but I had to be careful how 
I phrased shit.” 


“Like what?” 

“Talked about where I was working, rather than where I was.” 

“Oh. I didn’t even notice.” 

“Good, wanted to surprise you.” 

“You did,” Izuku smiled softly. “You went through so much effort for this.” 
“Worth every second.” 

“Did your parents go to Osaka? I haven’t talked to them today.” 


“Yeah, they’ll be there by now. Managed to talk my way into a fancy suite 
right by the river, they complained about me paying for it and shit but 
they’ll love it.” 


“That’s really sweet,” Izuku grinned, leaning in to rest his head on 
Katsuki’s shoulder. “I called someone to trim the bushes and wash the 
house, they’ll be there tomorrow.” 


“You're great. Let me know how much it costs, I'll pay you back.” 
“Don’t worry about it, it was a lot less than a plane ticket.” 
“T’d be concerned if it wasn’t.” 


Izuku made grabby motions with his free hand, and Katsuki tilted the food 
his way immediately, letting him take another big mouthful of okonomiyaki 
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before he finished it off himself. 


“There’s a little shrine a few streets over where we can write our tanzaku, if 


you want?” Izuku suggested, as Katsuki threw away his trash from the food. 


“T figured we could do our walk through the festival, head over to write a 
wish, then head home for an early night, probably — I’m sure you're still 
jetlagged.” 


“Sounds perfect. I want more food though.” 


“Pll buy you all the food you want,” Izuku assured him. “I told you I’'d buy 
you one of everything, after all.” 


“Hell yeah.” 


A group of dancers worked their way past, and Izuku tugged Katsuki over 
to one side to make room, watching the ladies in pretty outfits dance their 
way by. Katsuki seemed too preoccupied by the food to watch, but Izuku 
took a moment to just take in their surroundings as they walked — from 
groups of kids to couples in love, it seemed like everyone was out to 
celebrate, and it only made him feel immeasurably more special to have his 
partner at his side, despite all the odds being against them. 


Vendors of the local stores stood in their doorways, calling over the chaos to 
advertise their wares. Kids, over-excited and hyped up on sugary treats, ran 
back and forth and almost tripped the people around them. Shiny, sparkly 
streamers caught the light and glittered as they swayed. And most 
importantly, mouth-watering smells wafted on the breeze, making Katsuki 
perk up in interest everywhere they went. Everything about it was so lively, 
bursting with energy, so beautiful. 


By the time they made it to the end of the street, the sun was already 
setting. The crowds thinned out quickly once they left the main festival 
area, and Katsuki seemed contentedly full, so Izuku led the way toward the 
little shrine he’d scouted out in advance. He’d expected to pick up two 
tanzaku and write out both their wishes, getting Katsuki to dictate his over 
the phone, but instead he got to actually stand beside him, and he still 
couldn’t quite wrap his brain around that fact. It was so surreal, so 
unexpected, and he was so damn in love. 


“T want a yellow one,” he said firmly, as they approached the shrine with its 
small cluster of people gathered around. “What about you?” 


“Me too.” 


With a smile, Izuku squeezed through and picked up two bright yellow 
papers, finding a secluded spot in the little garden where they could write 
their wishes out in peace. Izuku crouched down to use his leg as a table, 
scrawling out his wish in his typical messy handwriting, but Katsuki took a 
little more time, inking his words much more carefully. 


“Out of practice?” Izuku couldn’t help but tease. “I’m sure the gods will 
understand if you have to write it in English.” 
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“Real funny,” Katsuki scoffed, elbowing him sharply when he was sure the 
pen was off the paper. “Just trying to make it a good one, nerd.” 


“You don’t already have a good one?” 
“Tell me yours, maybe it’ll inspire me.” 


“Can’t you guess?” Izuku laughed, carefully inking his name on the back of 
the paper. “I wished for lots more time to spend with Kacchan!” 


“Oh. I guess that makes sense.” 
“You guess?” 


“T was just kinda thinking that I don’t have anything to wish for, right now. 
You're already here.” 


“Awww, you’re so cheesy.” 
“Shut up!” 


Despite his scowl and his bright pink cheeks, Izuku still thought he was the 
most handsome man in the world. 


Katsuki finished inking his wish, then sought out the tallest bamboo branch 
on the grounds, carefully scrutinising each one with Izuku in tow. Izuku 
offered him his own wish, when he’d found one he deemed satisfactory, and 
flashed him the biggest smile he had. 


“You’re taller,” he clarified. “Can you put mine at the top?” 


“Nah,” he smirked, stuffing his own into Izuku’s hand. “You’ve gotta do 
both.” 


Before he could ask, Katsuki grabbed him around the thighs and hauled 
him up off the ground, laughing when Izuku squeaked and flailed in his 
surprise. Every eye on the shrine grounds turned to look their way, but still 
Katsuki just held him aloft, nudging him at the bamboo stubbornly. 


“Okay, okay!” he conceded, cringing when a leaf poked him in the eye. “Just 
hold me still!” 


With spectators giggling around them, and Izuku’s face burning as red as 
his yukata patterns, he quickly tied their wishes side by side at the very top 
of the tree, sneaking a peek at Katsuki’s wish as he fastened them securely 
in place. 


Help me take care of Deku, even when we’re apart. 


His indignance melted away immediately, and by the time his feet touched 
solid ground again, he was back to the mushy, squishy, pathetic pile of love- 
sludge he’d become the moment Katsuki walked through his apartment 
doorway. 


“C’mere,” Katsuki said, and it took Izuku a moment to realise it wasn’t 
directed at him. “Tie it nice and tight, you hear?” 
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He looked up to see Katsuki holding a little girl way up in the air like he’d 
just done to Izuku, watching her tie it on with clumsy fingers as her mother 
watched and laughed. 


“Gotta get them closer to heaven,” Katsuki grinned, when he set her back 
down. “Now the gods will see our ones first, and we can guarantee all our 
wishes come true.” 


“Thank you, Mister Dynamite!” 
“My pleasure, kiddo. Take care.” 


He waved as she walked away, hand in hand with her mother, and when he 
turned back he found the sappiest look in the world waiting on Izuku’s face, 
unable to resist the urge to smoosh his chubby cheeks to make it go away. 


“You’re adorable,” Izuku told him, the words muffled by Katsuki’s pokey 
hands. “I love you.” 


“Yeah, yeah. Love you too. You almost done getting those words out of your 
system?” 


“Never, I still have another three hundred days worth to work through.” 
“Lucky me.” 


Despite his words, he pulled Izuku into another hug, taking a moment to 
just feel the strong figure held tight in his grip, to remind himself what it 
felt like and make sure to remember it for the future. 


“Ready to head back home?” he asked quietly. 


“T don’t want it to end,” Izuku pouted a little. “But you’re staying over, 
right? I won’t say no to cuddles at home, I’m sure you’re getting tired by 
now.” 


“A little. Let’s grab some choco bananas and head off.” 


“Okay,” Izuku laughed brightly. “You really want those bananas, huh? Let’s 
go see if there are any left.” 


“T want one with sprinkles.” 


“Of course you do,” Izuku grinned, taking Katsuki’s hand again to lead the 
way. “I’ll put on my best number-one-hero voice and make sure they get you 
a sprinkle one.” 


“Hell yeah.” 


It took every ounce of Izuku’s willpower to not skip back down the festival 
street, so overwhelmed by happiness that he just needed to let it all out 
somehow before he burst with it. He settled instead for squeezing Katsuki’s 
hand, grinning when Katsuki squeezed him back a little tighter, quickly 
turning it into a little squeeze-war between them as they walked. 


“Hey, do you see that?” 
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Izuku looked up, giggling when he saw a familiar shade of green hanging 
above them, his own hero mask grinning down at the crowds from a paper 
mache model. 


“T want a photo,” Katsuki said quickly, grabbing his phone from inside his 
yukata. “Take a photo for me, need to show everyone back in the US.” 


“Like they know who I am,” Izuku laughed, brushing it off. “Don’t be silly.” 
“Trust me, they all know who you are. I made damn sure of it.” 


He shoved his phone in Izuku’s hand, and Izuku held it up with a sigh, 
framing his handsome boyfriend with the cartoony looking model of himself 
hanging above. 


“Say cheese,” he instructed, snapping a couple of pictures when Katsuki 
erinned at him. “Gorgeous, as always.” 


“Damn right.” 


He handed the phone back for him to check, watching him swipe across a 
couple of pictures and nod his approval. 


“Now one together,” he added, flipping the phone to selfie mode and holding 
it at arm’s length. “C’mere.” 


“Here, let me!” 


A young woman scurried over, bowing as she took the phone from Katsuki’s 
hand, and Izuku sighed faintly when Katsuki pulled him in close. With an 
arm around his waist he couldn’t help but smile, leaning his head on 
Katsuki’s shoulder, and after a moment the lady nodded. 


“Perfect!” she told them, offering them back the phone. “Thank you for 
protecting us, Mister Deku!” 


“Thank you for the support,” he answered automatically. “And the photo, 
of course!” 


“Look at you, all popular and recognisable,” Katsuki grinned, nudging him 
teasingly. “I picked a good one, huh? Got the number one hero in Japan on 
my hook, most sought-after man in the country, and you’re mine.” 


“T didn’t know you were so proud of me.” 


“You kidding me? Of course I’m proud of you, asshole! You’re number one. 
You beat out Hawks, you made Endeavour retire, and you’ve become the 
hero that little kids look up to, the way we followed after All Might for so 
many years. How could I not be proud of you?” 


Izuku dropped his head to Katsuki’s chest, breathing slowly and 
deliberately to keep himself calm, and Katsuki just rubbed his back slowly, 
giving him a minute. 


“[’m gonna buy you so many choco bananas,” he whispered, thumping his 
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head against Katsuki’s chest lightly. “Come on, let’s go.” 


The stall had a line when they arrived, a bunch of young couples queued up 
to get their bananas, but Izuku didn’t even care. He was on top of the world 
after Katsuki’s praise, floating in the clouds, walking on sunshine. Whoa oh. 
He hoped Katsuki was as happy as he was, though he supposed the surprise 
element probably added to his own emotional state a little. 


“Can I please get two with sprinkles?” he asked, when he reached the front 
of the line. “And two of the blue ones with the stars, and two of the pink 
with the drizzle. Oh! Is that a rainbow one? Two of the rainbow ones too, 
please!” 


He handed over some coins and got a fistful of bananas in return, grinning 
up at Katsuki’s shining eyes as he held them out in offer. 


“Your bouquet, Sir.” 
“God you’re cute.” 


He accepted the bundle, clutching it in his hand like the most precious 
roses, and planted a big kiss on Izuku’s cheek before they started back 
toward his apartment. 


“For the record, I’m only being this gross because it’s been so long,” 
Katsuki informed him, as they escaped the crowded street. “It ends the 
moment the novelty wears off.” 


“Noted,” Izuku grinned, linking their arms together fondly. “I’ll have to be 
extra gross to make up for it.” 


“Aren’t you always?” 
“But now I have an excuse!” 
“Like you need one.” 


He finished two bananas by the time they got back to Izuku’s apartment, 
walking inside to the relief of air conditioning and the comfortable quiet of 
no more crowds. Izuku reached for his obi, but Katsuki halted him, smirking 
as he planted a kiss on Izuku’s lips. 


“You look good,” he explained. “Keep it on for me.” 
“You think?” 
“Very handsome.” 


Izuku blushed, and Katsuki’s smirk just grew wider, other than a brief 
pause to bite a banana. 


“You want one?” he offered, holding out his bouquet. 
“T assumed we’d share, but if you want them all it’s okay.” 
“Nah, take one, share with me.” 
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“Just one?” 
“T guess you can have two, if you really want.” 
“Thank you, you’re so generous.” 


Katsuki laughed, but he picked out the two biggest, nicest looking bananas, 
stuffing them in Izuku’s hand before he headed for the bedroom. Together 
they snuggled in on the bed covers, pillows propped behind them and bodies 
pressed together, side by side. Izuku had spent so many nights alone in that 
bed, but just two minutes with Katsuki there wiped the whole slate clean. 
He would no longer think about those cold, lonely nights there, it would all 
be overwritten by Katsuki with a handful of chocolate-coated bananas, 
grinning to himself as he munched on rainbow sprinkles. 


When their dessert was gone, their sticks tossed one by one into the trash 
can across the room as they competed for stick-in-bin supremacy, and their 
cellphones were silenced for the night to give them some peace, Izuku 
turned the air conditioner to low and pulled up the blankets, getting 
Katsuki tucked in to finally get some rest. 


“You know,” he said softly, as he curled into Katsuki’s arms. “Even if it’s 
only for one day a year, I’m really glad I get to see you again.” 


“Yeah?” Katsuki smirked, turning his head to kiss a warm, freckled cheek. 
“That’s cute, but I never said anything about one day, nerd.” 


“You’re not just here for the festival?” 


“Nah.” Katsuki stretched out again with a sigh, sprawling across Izuku’s 
mattress with little room left for its owner. “Figured I'll hang around until 
after your birthday.” 


“Really?!” 


“Really, nerd. But I’m crashing here, ain’t gonna pay for a hotel for that 
long, so youre just gonna have to put up with me.” 


“Yeah, that’s gonna be so hard,” Izuku smiled, rolling on top of Katsuki for 
another hug. “I’m glad you’re here, Kacchan. This is the best surprise ever, 
thank you for doing this for me.” 


“Well, how could I resist?” Katsuki said softly, snuggling in a little closer. 
“After all, Tanabata is my favourite festival, too.” 
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Stars sparkled unnaturally bright against the ceiling, the sharp pin pricks of 
white light that bathed the planetarium in a pale, ethereal glow. The night 
sky was projected against the domed roof, a representation of what the 
starscape would look like above them without the hindrance of clouds 
streaking across the night sky or light pollution from the city. 


What Katsuki wouldn’t give to have the night sky actually look like this every 
night. 


He made his way to the back of the theatre, headed towards the emptiest 
section that at that point only sat one other person. Katsuki sat back and 
pulled out his phone, checking how long he had until a staff member from the 
museum was due to come in and give the people attending a boring lecture 
about what they were going to see. Katsuki really didn’t want to be there for 
the lecture, he already knew all he needed to know about space, but he wasn’t 
missing the opportunity to witness it through the powerful telescope the 
planetarium housed. 


If Katsuki was honest, he had telescope envy. The university where he had 
been hired as an astrophysics lecturer and researcher didn’t have anything as 
powerful, the funds that came in from tuition being directed elsewhere. His 
department was always severely underfunded, there were never enough 
telescopes for everyone who needed them, the time slots to use said telescopes 
were always booked out, and when he did finally get a turn to use them for 
whatever he was researching at that moment, the pictures they produced were 
nowhere near the quality he needed. 


That was the main reason he was there. Even if he was able to witness the 
magic of the event through one of the university telescopes, the planets and 
stars would be nothing but smudges on the lens. 


Katsuki was still admiring the sleek black outside of the telescope in the 

middle of the room when the stars that decorated the ceiling dimmed 

dramatically, and the podium next to the telescope lit up with a spotlight. 

The action was met with excited whispers from the audience, the majority of 

them excited for the man who was taking the stage. No one was as excited as 
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the one other person who was sitting in his section, though. The man was 
practically vibrating in his seat, green curls bouncing around his face and 
eyes. He was dressed plainly, in a light blue shirt with dark wash jeans and 
an oversized backpack that almost dwarfed him in stature. 


That wasn’t what caught Katsuki’s interest, however. 


When the man lifted his hands to applaud the museum staff member who had 
begun his speech, he noticed many different coloured bracelets on his wrists. 
One wrist was decked out with deep green crystals and milky white ones that 
shone blue under the dim starlight. The other wrist had bracelets filled with 
orange crystals with white stripes alongside deep red ones. When he finally 
stopped his applause, the man moved his hands to his chest, his fingers sliding 
over and squeezing tightly at a deep black pendant that hung off his neck. 


Katsuki knew the type, one of those crystal hippie people who thought that 
the position of the stars and planets at the exact second you were born would 
control every aspect of who you were as a human being. He’d dealt with so 
many in his lifetime that Katsuki scoffed at the notion. Gaseous balls of 
flames and rock that were brought together by gravitational pull had no 
bearing on whether or not you were an idiot, they had no interest in your 
worthless life. 


He had come to the conclusion that the people who believed in the stuff 
needed a coping mechanism to deal with why they were the way they were 
and the fact they existed in the first place. They couldn’t come to terms with 
the fact that they were the reason they were like that, that they were 
unsuccessful due to their own shortcomings, not because their Jupiter was off 
waxing Virgo’s legs in their 8" house with a Pisces that was on the rise like 
some hot stocks or something. Seriously, why did all these planets own so 
much property? 


He hated it when they came to the university for a tour, he almost suspected 
they believed the university had an astrology department instead of 
researching astronomy. 


He shook his head at the man and his antics, his attention moving back to 
the man at the podium to catch the end of the lecture on the night’s viewing. 


“Now, although this isn’t an incredibly rare phenomenon, this does only occur 
once every 20 years. Tonight, we will be seeing the great conjunction of 
Saturn and Jupiter, and although it might look like an extra long star on 
some of the lesser telescopes, tonight on this telescope we should be able to 
see both of the gas giants in the same frame. It may not seem like much of a 
feat, but remember they are millions upon millions of kilometres from earth 
and then again millions of kilometres away from each other, so it isn’t often 
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you see them in the same frame. They are only 0.1 degrees apart which gives 
them the appearance of overlapping when observing them from telescopes less 
powerful than ours.” 


Katsuki was excited to witness the two gaseous planets in the same frame. 
They were beautiful in their own right, Jupiter with its orange, red and white 
stripes and Saturn with its ring made of ice and rocks, but the thought of 
seeing them so close together would be breathtaking. His astrology nerd 
friend seemed to think the same, his vibrating had reached Mach speed and 
he had started talking to himself. 


Katsuki quietly stood up and moved over a few rows, choosing a seat just 
behind the man, to eavesdrop on his thoughts. 


“Wow, Saturn and Jupiter will be on the same vibrational wavelength. It's 
going to be so powerful, out with the old and in with the new, Izuku! You can 
do this, it's time to start from scratch, that’s what Jupiter and Saturn would 
want. It's at 0 degrees, you know that means new beginnings. It's going to be 
so amazing. This is going to be your year Izuku!” 


Katsuki couldn’t believe what he was hearing, the rambles barely made any 
sense and it seemed like Izuku? was trying to hype himself up for something. 
That was what he didn’t understand; why bother to change something about 
your life at a certain time, like a new years resolution? If you were going to 
stick with it at all, you were going to stick with it no matter what time of the 
year you started. 


The notion made Katsuki snort rather loudly, the sound apparently startling 
Izuku and causing him to turn around in a hurry. Deep green eyes blinked 
slowly a few times to ensure they were really seeing what they thought they 
were seeing, probably surprised to see someone sitting behind him since he’d 
been alone when the lecture started. 


“Pm sorry. Did my mumbling distract you from the lecture? I always get 
carried away when I get excited.” 


“Nah, nothing of the sort. I wasn’t even listening to it. I was laughing at the 
stupid things you were saying.” 


“What?” the man in front of him squeaked, garnering a few looks from the 
people in the section next to them. 


“See, now you’re distracting them. Keep it down, Short Stack.” 


Katsuki received a scathing look for that, before Izuku turned back around 
to pay attention to the lecture and mumble to himself about the great 
conjunction. 
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“and as we will see tonight the two planets are quite unique. Saturn takes on 
a yellow colour with a ring that runs across its middle and Jupiter is more on 
the red side with distinct stripes and a large red storm close to the bottom of 
the planet.” 


The lecturer moved on to speak about other things, glossing over what 
Katsuki thought were some of the coolest things about his favourite planet. 
He hated that he wasn’t the one giving the lecture, it would be infinitely more 
interesting. 


He knew who would listen to him though. 


He leaned forward next to Izuku’s ear, “You know why Jupiter has stripes on 
its surface?” 


“Too many tigers live there,” came the hushed reply 
“No.” 

“The planet has a penchant for striped fabric.” 

“No, it's becau-” 


“Is it because it was jealous that Saturn had a ring and wanted to look 
fancy?” 


“No! You know what, I’m not even telling you now.” 
“No, please, I want to know.” 


“Well, Jupiter has this amazing phenomenon where the wind travels in 
opposite directions between each line of latitude, it causes the distinct 
patterns on the surface and stops the great red storm at the bottom of the 
planet from moving and dissipating.” 


“That’s amazing.” 
evel. 


“Yeah, Jupiter is so cool. It rules your luck, success and generosity. It's such 
a giving planet in the astrology world.” 


Before Katsuki could rebuke the stupidity that was astrology and inform 
Izuku that actually, yes, he knew about Jupiter and its rule over luck, seeing 
as it was the only thing he knew about astrology, they were interrupted by 
the museum staff member informing them it was time to use the telescope. 


Izuku sprung away from Katsuki at the news, heading over towards the 
telescope where the line was forming. Katsuki swore to himself. He’d been too 
slow, there were already a few families lined up after his new friend, 
threatening to end their conversation with their inconsiderate line placement. 
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So he did what any other self-respecting man would do, he slid in beside 
Izuku, having successfully pushed his way in front of no less than two families 
and one screaming toddler, much to his amusement. 


“So, astrology fan huh, Izuku?” 


Izuku turned at Katsuki’s words, his eyes lighting up with excitement when 
he realised that he now had someone to keep him company as they waited for 
their turn to use the telescope. 


“Yes! I love astrology, it's so fascinating and when you get deep into it it's 
amazing just how much power the planets hold over us.” 


“Oh really? The big old planets in the sky that aren’t sentient in the slightest 
are so interested in every single person born on earth that they assign them 
their own little personalities and stuff? You worried about Mercury measuring 
your centigrade?” 


“It’s retrograde, and it's important because it affects your mood and energy 
levels. Plus, ’'d be concerned if you’re still using mercury thermometers.” 


“IT know, I was messing with you. But Mercury, looking like it's spinning 
backwards through space, has nothing to do with my energy levels.” 


“Oh, so we have a sceptic,” Izuku laughed. 
“[’m not a sceptic, ’m an astronomer. Dr. Katsuki Bakugou at your service.” 
“Oh, a doctor huh? I’m an astrologer by trade.” 


“Could have guessed from the amount of unfashionable jewellery you're 
wearing,” Katsuki barked out, laughing right in Izuku’s face. 


Izuku scrunched up his nose at Katsuki, the freckles across its bridge 
disappearing into the wrinkles in his skin. Nw 
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“These are all very important crystals, thank you very much. They pertain 
to my sun sign.” 


“Oh, so these rocks are special, are they? Blessed by the full moon or 
whatever.” 


“For such a sceptic you sure know a lot about this astrology thing.” 


“Nah, I only know what I unwillingly learnt from my colleagues and all the 
idiots that expect an astrology lecture when they take a tour at the university 
cause they’re too stupid to read that it says astronomy.” 


Izuku laughed at that, apparently he found Katsuki’s disdain amusing. 
“Oh man, you’re such a Scorpio rising.” 
“What?” 


“Your rising sign. Part of your big three. The sign that is on the eastern 
horizon the moment you’re born. It deals with how you are socially and what 
your overall appearance is like. It's probably in Scorpio ‘cause you’re crazy 
full of energy and passion for the things you care about and you're super 
intense. Not to mention you look like you take care of yourself and you’re 
conventionally attractive. Super Scorpio rising vibes.” 


“You calling me hot? You flirting with me, Short Stack?” 


“Take that however you want,” he replied with a wink, before shuffling further 
up the line. 


They were finally nearing the front, only a few more people between them and 
the telescope. 


“So,” Izuku continued, “when’s your birthday?” 
“Why do you want to know?” 

“Just to see if my hunch about your sign is right.” 
“Heh, as if I’m telling you. Astrology is trash.” 


“Okay then, Dr. Bakugou, if I can guess your birthday based on my 
astrological assessment, will you agree that there’s some merit to it?” 


“No. You can’t change my mind.” 


“But you’re a man of science and research, surely you can change your 
opinion when you’re presented with new facts.” 


“Okay,” Katsuki relented, “Ill bite. But just this once. Go on, guess my 
birthday.” 
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Izuku smiled brightly at Katsuki’s acceptance, excited to go ahead with the 
astrological reading. 


“Well, let’s see. You’re stubborn, that much is obvious. It's very hard to 
change your mind and you Jove to dig your feet in, but you’re also explosive 
in the way you do so. You're always so fired up to stand up for what you 
believe in, which might be influenced by your Scorpio rising, but I can feel a 
certain heat to it that a Scorpio rising wouldn’t have, something only found 
in a fire sign. You’re a tough one, I will give you that, especially with how 
unimpressed you are with my crystals...” 


“Right. Go on then.” 


“Well, I am going to say you’re an Aries-Taurus cusp, putting your birthday 
somewhere between the 17" and 23" of April. But you have so many qualities 
of both signs, ’'d put your birthday down for either the 19" or 20" of April 
seeing as the sun moves out of Aries and into Taurus on the 20" of April. 
Those two days are when the signs overlap the most and would explain your 
temperament and the strong Aries influence would describe your crystal 
slander because Taurus love crystals and Scorpio love the occult.” 


Katsuki was dumbfounded. A short conversation with this man and he was 
already able to read him so well that he accurately guessed when his birthday 
was. Katsuki patted down his pockets, searching frantically for his wallet to 
ensure Izuku hadn’t stolen it and read his date of birth off his driver’s license. 


Izuku giggled at his antics. “Am I right Dr. Bakugou?” 


All Katsuki could do was stand there stupidly, mouth hanging open like he 
was some kind of idiot as Izuku turned and climbed the stairs leading up to 
the telescope. Izuku bent down to peer into the eyepiece, his large bag filled 
with who knows what sliding down his back to hit him in the back of the 
head. Katsuki laughed at him, which resulted in him being on the receiving 
end of the second dirty look of the evening, before Izuku quickly turned back 
to the eyepiece and admired the two gas giants. 


It took a while before Izuku had gotten his fill of the two gas giants, but 
eventually he stepped off the platform and began to head for the door that 
would take him back out to the museum. 


“Hey!” Katsuki yelled, as he started climbing the platform for his own turn. 
“Wait for me, nerd. We have some unfinished business.” 


Izuku laughed, but he walked over to the seats at the entrance to sit down 
and wait. 


Katsuki stepped up to the platform and leant down to look into the eyepiece, 
and what he saw was spectacular. In the bottom left was Jupiter in all its 
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glory. He could even see the distinct red and white lines that travelled along 
its latitude. The red storm was facing away from the earth, leaving the lines 
along the surface seemingly uninterrupted. At the top right of the image, 
Saturn was visible; a lovely warm yellow with its thick ring tilted at an intense 
angle, almost vertical across the planet’s surface. 


It was an amazing sight. Katsuki took longer than he should have to take in 
the planets in all their glory, absorbed in the tiny details that were visible. 
When he finally stepped down from the platform, Izuku was messing around 
on his phone while he waited, so Katsuki headed towards him. 


“What’s that on your phone cover? Don’t tell me you’re into that tarot shit 
too?” 


“Did you really just have me wait for you so you can continue to make fun of 
my interests? And how did you know it was a tarot card?” 


“My mum used to have them around the house or whatever.” 
“Yeah, sure, I believe you Dr. Bakugou.” 


“Why is it that every time you refer to me as Dr. Bakugou, it sounds 
derogatory?” 


“Because that’s how I intended for it to sound.” 
“Whatever, let's pretend I didn’t ask about the phone cover.” 


“No, no. ’m going to tell you now. It’s the chariot card, it represents new 
beginnings, willpower and strength. It's also the tarot card associated with 
Cancer, my sun sign, which is why I wanted to come tonight, all the new 
beginnings stuff to do with the great conjunction.” 


“This is some complicated web of garbage, Izuku.” 
“Oh yeah? If it's such garbage, how did I guess your birthday right?” 
“T never said you got it right!” 


“Yeah, but your face was pretty telling, and the fact you started searching 
your pockets for your wallet? That was priceless. So which day, the 19™ or 
208m 


“20,” Katsuki mumbled. 

“Sorry, what was that? I can’t hear you over there grumbling.” 
“The 20" okay! You were right, my birthday is on the 20" of April.” 
“Well, would you look at that, astrology 1, astronomy, 0.” 


Katsuki had nothing to say to that. He couldn’t admit that Izuku was right, 
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his pride wouldn’t allow it. Instead he walked quietly by his side as they 
passed exhibit after exhibit — the museum had stayed open late to allow 
people to visit the planetarium. 


Izuku stopped short, staring up at a model rocket strung from the ceiling. The 
two of them had wandered into the space exhibit, which seemed only fitting 
for the two of them. 


“Okay, Dr. Bakugou, tell me about the rocket.” 
“Who said that’s my area of expertise? Astronomy covers a lot of specialties.” 


“No one, but I’m sick of walking around with you and your wounded pride. 
You’re much more interesting when we’re arguing.” 


“Is that so?” 


“Yes, now I know you don’t like compliments cause you’re set in your 
stubborn ‘Taurus ways but just agree and move on to talking about the 
rocket.” 


“Yes, well I think you’ll find the rocket is filled with fuel.” 
“Okay, cool,” Izuku said. 

“And the fuel is generally combusted.” 

“Right, right, fire inside the rocket.” 


“Yes, but the fire has to be in the right spot; if the fire was elsewhere, we’d 
have problems.” 


“Oh yes of course. Fire in the fire compartment or we have to call the fire 
department.” 


Katsuki snorted at that, Izuku had a way of making him laugh like no one 
else could. 


“Well, once the fire in the fire compartment causes lift off, the rocket goes 
woosh into space. It drops a few pieces it doesn’t need on the way but it gets 
there. It fights gravity, which is hard cause that thing is fast and moving at 
about 9.8 metres a second close to earth. But I digress, it fights gravity to 
start but then it uses gravity once it's high enough to launch itself out of our 
orbit and wooshes to wherever it's headed. Cool right?” 


“Very cool. You must be a good lecturer, Dr. Bakugou.” 
“One of the best.” 


Izuku smiled at him gently, having lent into his space, looking up into 
Katsuki’s eyes. 
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“So, that’s astrology, 1, astronomy, 1.” 


“T like that score,” Katsuki murmured. He took a step into Izuku’s personal 
space and leaned even closer. 


Izuku’s eyes fluttered shut as he started to move closer to Katsuki, dark 
eyelashes laid over freckled cheeks. Katsuki took it as an invitation. He closed 
his eyes and moved to grab Izuku’s waist, making contact with the small of 
his back, just under his ridiculously bulky backpack. An announcement over 
the museum’s speakers startled them both, making them jump apart in shock. 


“It is now llpm and the museum is closed for the night. Thank you for 
coming to tonight’s special viewing of the great conjunction. The museum will 
reopen tomorrow morning at 10 am. Thank you for your patronage.” 


The two stared at each other, their breathing still laboured from the fright. 
“T- I guess we have to go, huh?” Izuku asked. 


“Well, unless you want to get locked in here and sleep on a stupid model 
rocket, yeah we have to go.” 


“T don’t know, I’ve always wanted to go to space...” Izuku whispered as he 
quietly followed Katsuki out of the space exhibit. 


They stepped out of the museum, standing on the stairs that lead to the main 
entrance. 


From the stairs in front of the main entrance, the dome of the planetarium 
was visible, lit up with spotlights and glowing brightly against the night sky. 
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The two of them turned to one another again, not quite wanting to leave the 
night where it was. Izuku squirmed in place, tugging on his backpack straps 
and swinging on his heels. Katsuki understood completely; there had been an 
itch under his skin from the moment he touched Izuku, and he seemed to be 
incapable of shaking it off. 


He decided to be bold, to be as intense and passionate as his Scorpio rising 
or whatever Izuku said he was. He took a step forward, grabbing Izuku by the 
chin and kissing him gently. Izuku wasted no time in kissing him back, hands 
coming around Katsuki’s neck to bury themselves in the short, blonde strands 
at his nape. 


They remained like that for a while, trading gentle kisses as their hands 
explored one another on the steps of the science museum. 


“This is some new beginning, Dr. Bakugou.” 


“Shut up with your astrology stuff. Come to one of my lectures and let me 
actually teach you about stars and planets.” 


“'That’s a strange second date.” 
“Was this our first?” 

“T mean it did end in a kiss.” 

“And started with us fighting.” 
“Every couple is different.” 

“You’re ridiculous,” Katsuki huffed. 
“Yeah, but I think you like it.” 


Izuku broke the embrace and stepped away from Katsuki, fumbling with the 
bracelet on his wrist before pulling off the one full of deep green crystals. 
Izuku grabbed Katsuki’s wrist and placed the bracelet on him, kissing it 
before letting Katsuki have his hand back. 


“Oh, I get one of your bracelets. The green one to remind me of your gorgeous 
eyes?” 


“T mean, if that’s one of the things you think of when you see the bracelet I 
won’t complain. But no, emerald is the Taurus gemstone, the main one that 
rules over your sign. The main one for cancer is the ruby here on my wrist 
but the moonstone and sardonyx ones I wear are lucky for us too. That’s why 
I had the emerald. It was a lucky one for me too, but I think it will bring you 
more luck.” 


“If you say so,” Katsuki replied, slowly twisting the bracelet around his wrist. 
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“T still don’t get this astrology stuff but I appreciate that yours is a ruby.” 


“Oh yeah? Do you like that it will remind me of your eyes every time I look 
at it?” 


“Sure, whatever you say.” 

“Don’t be like that, I can see you blushing.” 

“Does anyone ever tell you that you babble too much, Izuku?” 
“T get it on occasion, yes.” 


“Is there a crystal to make you shut up? Or one to make you stop obsessing 
over crystals?” 


“Not really no.” 


“That sounds like it’s astrology 1, astronomy 2,” Katsuki said, as he pulled 
Izuku back in, stealing another kiss, finally shutting him up about crystals, 
star signs and whatever it was that was making Katsuki’s heart beat wildly 
in his chest. 
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